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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ant On 


AI Us Martius Coriolanus, a noble Roman, Hatea 
by the common people. : | 
Titus Lartius, 0 Generals againſt the Volſcians, and friends 
Cominius, 5 0 Coriolanus. | 
Meneius Agrippa, V tend to Coriolanus. } 
Sicinius 8 {1ibunes of the people, and enemies tg 
Junius Brutus, J Coriolanus. = | 
Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volſcians. | £ 
Lieutenant to Aufidius, | | 
Youns Martius, /on to Coriolanus. 


Volumnia, motber 18 Coriolanus. | 
Virgilia, «vife to Coriolanus. j 
Valeria, friend to Virgilia. 
| | | 

| 


Roman and Volſcian Senators, Qailes, Lidors, Soldiers, 
Common People, Servants to Aufidius, and other 50 
Attendants, ' 


J. CO AM A001 


The SCENE is partly in Roux and partly 00 
in the Territory of the V oLSCIANS, 


The whole Hiſtory exa#ly follow'd, and many of the principal | s . 
Speeches copy'd from te life w | Coriolanus in Plutarch. it 
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Enter a company of mutinous Citizeus with Saves, 
clubs, and other weapons 


1 CiT1zen. 
1 £08 EFORE we proceed any further, 


hear me ſpeak. 
J All. Speak, ipeak. 
I Cit. You are all reſolv'd rather to 
die than to famith ? 
All. Reſolv'd, refſolv'd. 


dYD 1 Cz. Firſt, you know, Caius Mar- 
tius is the chief enemy to the people. 


All. We know't. 7 


1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our 
own price. Is't a verdict ; 


All. No more talking on't, le't be done, away, away. 
1 One word, good citizens. - . 

. Cit. We are accounted poor citizens; the Patri- 

cians good: What authority ſurfeits on woald relieve 

: It they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while 

bo were wholeſome, we might gueſs they relieved us 

humanely : But they think we are too dear! the lean- 

neſs that afflifts us, the object of our miſery, is as an 

inventory to particularize their abundance; our ſuffe— 

rance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with our 


Pikes, ere we become rakes: For the Gods know, I 


A'2 3 {peak 
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ſpeak this in hunger for bread, not in thirſt for re- 
venge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Caius 
Martius? | | 

All. Againſt him firſt: He's a very dog to the com- 
monalty. | 

2 Cit, Conſider you what ſervices he has done for his 
country ? | 

1 Cit, Very well: And could be content to give him 
good report for't ; but that he pays himſelf with being 
proud. 

All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly. 

1 Cit. J fay unto you, what ke hath done famouſly, 
he did it to that end; though ſoft-conſcienc'd men can 
be content to ſay it was for his country, he did it to 
pleaſe his mother, and to be partly proud, which he 1s, 
even to the altitude of his virtue. | 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him: You muſt in no way ſay he is 
covetous. 


1 Cit. If I muſt not, I need not be barren of accu- 


ſations; he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in repeti- 
tion. [ Shouts within, 
What ſhouts are thoſe ? the other ſide o'th' city is riſen, 
why ſtay we prating here? to the Capitol 

All. Come, come. 


1 C:t. Soft who comes here ? 


S.C.E:N.E--IL 
Enter Menenius Agrippa. 


2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath always 


lov'd the peope. 

1 Cit, He's one honeſt enough, would all the reſt 
were ſo. 

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand? where 
go you with your bats and clubs? the matter ſpeak, I 


pray you. 


2 Cit. Our buſineſs is not unknown to the ſenate 


they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, which now we'll ſhew 'em in deeds : They fay, 

or ſuiters have ſtrong breaths, they ſhall know we 
ran ſtrong arms too, Es 
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Men. Why, maſters, my good friends, mine honeſt 
neighbours, will you undo your ſelves ? 
2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already, 
Men. I tell you, friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you : For your wants, 
Your ſufferings in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your ſtaves, as liſt them 


Againſt the Roman ſtate; whoſe courſe will on 


The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand curbs 
Of more ſtrong links aſunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your knees to them, not arms mult help. Alack, 
You are tranſported by calamity 
'T hither, where more attends you; and you ſlander 
The helms o'th' ſtate, who care for you, like fathers, 
When you curſe them as enemies. 
2 Cit. Care for us !— true indeed, they ne'er carl 
for us yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their ſtore-houſes 
cramm'd with grain: Make edicts for uſury, to ſup- 


port uſurers; repeal daily any wholeſome act eſtabliſn- 


ed againſt the rich, and provide more piercing fiatates 
daily to chain up and reſtrain the poor, If the wars 


eat us not up, they will, and there's all the love they 


bear us. 
Men. Either you muſt 
Confeſs your ſelves wondrous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of folly. I ſhall tell you 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it, 
But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
To ſcale't a little more. 
2 Cit. Well, 
I'd hear it, Sir yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our diſgrace with a tale : 
But, and't pleaſe you, deliver. 
Men. There was a time when all the body's members 
Rebell'd againſt the belly; thus accus'd it 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
Fth* midit o'th body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearin 


* 


Like labour with the reſt; where th' other inſtruments 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, wal k, feel, 
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And mutually participate, did miniſter 
Unto the appetite, and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anſwer d 
2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anſwer made the belly? 
Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you with a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus — 
{For look you, I may make the belly ſmile, 
As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply'd 
Lo the diſcontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receit ; even ſo molt fitly, 
As you malign our ſenators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you 
2 Ct. Your belly's anſwer — what 
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 
Our ſteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they _ 
Men. What then ?—for me this fellow ſpeaks, 
What then? what then ? 


2 Ct. Should by the cormorant belly be reſtrain'd ; 


Who is the ſink o'th* body 

Men. Well. what then? 
2 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 

What could the belly anſwer? 

Mien. I will tell you, 

If yeu'll beſtow a [mall (of what you have little) 

Patience, a while; you'll hear the belly's aniwer. 
2. (. Were long about it. 
Menu. Note me this, good friend; 

Your moſt grave belly was deliberate, 

Not raſh, like his accuſers, and thus anſwer'd ; 

True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 

"Phat I receive the general food at firſt 

Which yon do live upon; and fit it is, 

Becauſe I am the itore-houſe, and the ſhop 

Of the whole body. But if yon do remember, 

T ſend fy through the rivers of your blood 

Even to the court, the heart, to th' ſeat o'th* brain, 

And through the cranks and offices of man; 

The ſtrongeſt nerves, and ſmall inferior veins 

From me receive that natural competency 


whereby 
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Whereby they live. And though that all at once, 
Toh my good friends, (this ſays the belly) mark me 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. | 

Men. Though all at once, cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each, 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 

From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 

And leave me but the bran. What ſay you to't ? 

2 Cit. It was an an{wer— how apply you this? 

Men. The ſenators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members; for examine 
Their counbels, and their cares; digeſt things rightly - 
Touching the weal o'th' common, you ſhall Hind 
No publick benefit which you receive, 

But it proceeds or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your ſelves. WAA do you think ? 
You, the great tce of this aſſemb | 

2 Cit. | the great toe! why . great toe ? 

Men. For that being one o'th' loweſt, baſeſt, ih 
Of this moſt wiſe rebellion, thou goeſt foremott : 
Thou raſcal, that art worſt in blood to run, 
Lead'ſt firſt to win ſome vantage. 

But make you ready your ftift bats and clubs, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battel : 
The one fide muſt have bail. 


SCENE: II. 
Euter Caius Martius. 


Hail, noble Martius ! 
Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diſſentious 
rogues ? 
That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make your ſelves ſcabs. 

2 Cit. We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye curs, 
That like not peace, nor war? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares: 
Where foxes, geeſe you are: No ſurer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or hailſtone in the fun, Your virtue is, 
A 3 IS 
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To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 

And curſe that jnſtice did it. Who deſerves greatneſs, 
Deſerves your hate; and your affections are 

A ſick man's appetite, Who deſires moſt that 

Which would increaſe his evil. He that depends 

Upon your favours ſwims with fins of lead, | 
And hews down oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye—truſt ye! 
With every minute you do change a mind, 


And call him noble that was now your hate, 


Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the ſeveral places of the city 


You cry againſt the noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elle _ 
Would feed on one another ? what's their ſeeking ? 


Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they ſay, 
The city is well ſtor'd. 


Mar. Hang em: They ſay 
They'll fit by th” fire, and preſume to know 
What's done i'th' Capitol; who's like to rife, 
Who thrives, and who declines : Side factions, and give 
out „ | 
ConjeQural marriages; making parties ſtrong, 
And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled ſhoves. They ſay there's grain 
enough! 
Would the nobility lay aſide their ruth, 
Ard let me aſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thoufands of theſe quarter'd ſlaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. | 5 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt thoroughly perſuaded: 
For though abundantly they lack diſcretion, 


Vet are they paſſing cowardly. But, I beſeech you, 
What ſays the other troop ? 


Men. They are diſſolvd; hang em, 
They faid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth proverbs; 
That hunger broke ſtene walls — that dogs muſt cat. 
That meat avas made for mouths —that the Gods ſent noi 
Corn not for rich men only -— With theſe ſhreds 

They vented their complainings : Which being anſwer'd, 
And a petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 

To break the heart of generoſity, 3 

And make bold power look pale; they threw their yy 
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As they would hang them on the horns o'th' moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 


Men. What is granted them? 
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not s'death, 
The rabble ſhould have firſt unrooſt the city 
Ere ſo prevail'd with me! it will in time 


Win upon power, and throw forth great themes 
For inſurrectons arguing. 


Men. This is ſtrange. 
Mar. Go get you home, you fragments. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Where's Caius Martius? 
Mar. Here what's the matter ? 
Mef. The news is, Sir, the Volſcians are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 
Our muſty Superfluity. See, our beſt elders 


SCENE: IV. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, 
Titus Lartius, with other Senators. 


r Sen. Marius, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Volſcians are in arms. 


Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidins, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his nobility : 
And where I any thing but what I am, 
Fd wiſh me only he. 
Cam. You have fought together? 
Mar. Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make | 
Only my wars with him. He is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
1 Sen. I hen worthy Martius. 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe wars. 
Com. It is your former promiſe. 
Mar. Sir, it is; 
And J am conſtant : Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt tee me once more ſtrike at Tullus? Face. 
What, art thou ſtiff? ſtand'ſt out? 


Of his demerits rob Cominius. 


10 CorlioLlanyus. 

Tit. No, Caius Martius, 
11] lean upou one crutch, and fight with t'other ; 
tre ſtay behind this buſineſs. 

Men. O true bred ! 

1 Sen. Your company to th' Capitol; where I know 
Our greateſt friends attend us. | 

Tit. Lead you on; 
Follow Cominius, we muſt follow you, 
Right worthy your priority. 

Com. Noble Martius. | 

Sen. Hence to your homes be gone. 


[To the Citi xeus. 


Mar. Let them follow, 


The Volſcians have much corn: Take theſe rats thither 
To gnaw their garners. Worſhipful murtineers, 
Your valour puts forth ; pray follow. [Excunt., 
[ Citizens fieal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Martius? 
Hu. He has no equal. 
Sic. When we were choſen tribunes for the people 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ? 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts. | 
Bru. Being mov'd, he will not ſpare to gird the Gods — 
Sic. Be-mock the modeſt moon. 
Pra. The preſent wars devour him, he is grown 
Teo proud to be ſo valiant. 
Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder 
His inſolence can brook to be commande d 
Under Cominius / 
Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd than by 
A place below the firſt ; for what miſcarries 
Shall be the general's fault, tho' he perform 
To the utmoit of a man; and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out of Martius: Oh, if he 
Had born the buſineſs -—-- | 
Sic. Beſides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that ſo flicks on Martius, ſhall 


Bru, 
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Bru. Come; half all Cominius honours are to Martius, 
Though Martius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
To Martius ſhall be honours, though indeed 


© 
Sic. Let's hence, and hear 


How the diſpatch is made, and in what faſhion, 

More than his ſingularity, he goes 

Upon this preſent action. | 
Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt, 


SCENE: V.. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Corioli. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufdins, 
That they of Rome are entred in our counſels, 
And know how we proceed. | 

Auf. Is it not yours? 
What ever hath been thought on in this State 
That could be brought te bodily. act, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone 
Since I heard thence — theſe are the words —1I think 
I have the letter here, yes—here it 1s ; 
They have preſt a power, but it is not known 
Whether for Eaſt or Weſt ; the dearth is great, 
The people mutinous; and it is rumour'd 
Ceominizs, Martius your old enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lartias, a moſt valiant Reman, 
Theſe three lead on this preparation 
Whither 'tis bent—molt likely, tis for you: 
Confider of 'it. . | 

1 Sen. Our army's in the field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready. 
To anſwer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, *till when 
They needs mult ſhew themſelves, which in the hatching 
It ſeem'd appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery, | 
We ſhall be fhortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we were a- foot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius 
Take your commiſſion, hie you to your bands, 
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Let us alone to guard Corioli, * 
I they ſet down before's; for the remove 
Bring up your army: but, I think, you'll find 
They are not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that, \ 
T ſpeak from certainties. Nay, more, 
Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
Tf we and Caius Martius chance to meet, 
"Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do no more, 

All. The Gods aſſiſt you. 

Auf. And keep your honours ſafe. 

I. Sen. Farewel. 

2 Sen. Farewel. | 

All. Farewel. [Exeant, 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, they fit daun on tao 
lw ſtools, and ſew. 


Vol. Pray you, daughter, fing, or expreſs your 
ſelf, in a more comfortable Sort: If my ſon were 
my husband, I would freelier rejoice in that abſence 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements 
of his bed, where he would ſhew moſt love. When 
yet he was but tender bodied, and the only Son of my 
womb ; when youth with comelineſs plucked, all gaze 
his way ; when for a day of Kings entreaties, a mo- 
ther ſhould not ſell him an hour ſrom her beholding. 
I, confidering how honour would become ſuch a per- 
ſon, that it was no better than piQure-like to hang by 
th'wall, if renown made it not ſtir, was pleas'd to let 
him ſeek danger where he was like to find fame: to 
a cruel war I ſent him, from whence he return'd, his 
brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter, I ſprang 
no more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man-child, 
than now in firſt ſeeing he had proved himſelf a Man. 

Vir. But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam, how 


then ? | 


Vol. Then his good report ſhould have been my 
ſon; I therein would have found iſſue. Hear me pro- 
fels fincerely ; Had I a dozen ſons each in my _—_ 
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like, and none leſs dear than thine and my good Mar- 
tius, T had rather eleven die nobly for their country than 
one voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of action. 


Enter a Gentleavoman. 


Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 
Vir. Beſeech you give me leave to retire my ſelf. 
Vol. Indeed, thou ſhalt not: 
Methinks I hither hear your husband's drum: 
I fee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair: 
Methinks, I ſee him ſtamp thus — and call thus — 
(As children from a bear) the Vlc ſhunning him: 3 
Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear | 1 
Though you were born in Rome; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveſt man, that's task'd to mow, | 
Or all, or loſe his hire. ; 
Vir. His bloody brow ! oh Fupzter, no blood. 
Vol. Away, you fool; it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy. The breaft of Hecuba, 
When ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than He#or's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian ſwords contending ; tell Valeria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent, 
Vir. Heav'ns bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius. 
Vol. He'll beat Aufdius head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 


Enter Valeria with an uſher, - and a gentlenvoman. 


Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet Madam -— 

Vir. I am glad to fee your ladyſhip —— 

Val. How do you both? you are manifeſt houſe- 
keepers. What are you ſewing here? a fine ſpot, in 
good faith. How does your little ſon ? 

Vir. T thank your ladyſhip : well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon his ſchoolmaſter. 

Val. A my word, the father's ſon: I'Il ſwear *tis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth I look'd on him o' Wed- 
neſday half an hour together ha's ſuch a confirm'd 
countenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded n, 

an 
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and when he caught it, he let it go again; and after it 
again; ard over and over he comes, and up again, and 
caught it again; or whether his fall enrag'd him, or how- 
*twas, he did fo ſet his teeth, and did tear it, oh, I 
warrant how he mammockt it! 

Vol. One o's father's moods. 

Val. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, Madam. 

Val. Come, lay aſide your ſtitchery, I muſt have you 
play the idle huſwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not out of doors. 

Yal. Not out of doors! 

Vol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. 
Vir. Indeed no, by your patience ; TI'Il not over the 


threſhold, "ll my lord return from the wars. 


Val. Fie, you confine your ſelf unreaſonably : Come, 
you muſt go viſit the good lady that lyes in. 

Vir. I wiſh her ſpeedy ftrength, and viſit her with 
my prayers, but I cannot get hither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? | 

Vir. Tis not to ſave labour, nor that T want love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope; yet they ſay, all 
the yarn'ſhe ipun in LA“ abſence, did but fill Tac 
fall of moths. Come, I would your. cambrick were 
feni:ble as your finger, that you might leave pricking .it 
for pity. Come, you ſhall go with us. : 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will 
not forth. : 

Vir. In truth la, go with me, and Þ ll tell you excellent 
news of your husband. | 

Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily I do not jeſt with you; there came news 
from him laſt night. 
Vir. Indeed, Madam 

Val. In earneſt it's true, I heard a ſenator ſpeak it. 
Thus it is— the Velſcians have an army forth, againſt 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of 
our Roman power. Your lord and Titus Larilus are let 
down before their city Corieli, they nothing doubt pre- 
vailing, and to make it brief wars. This is true, on my 
honour ; and ſo, I pray, go with us. 


Fir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, I will obey you 
| n 
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in every thing hereafter. : 

Vol. Let her alone, ady; as ſhe is now, ſhe will but 
diſcaſe our better mirth. | 
Val. In troth, I think ſhe would : fare you well then. 
Come, good ſweet lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia, turn thy 

ſolemneſs out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vir. No: at a word, Madam; indeed I muſt not. 
I wiſh you much mirth. 

Fal. Well, then farewel. [Excunt, 


S C'E'N E VII. 


Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, with captains and 
foldiers : To them a meſſenger. 


Mar. Vonder comes news: a Wager they have met. 

Lart My horſe to yours, no. | 

Mar. I's done. 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our General met the enemy? 

Meſ. They lye in view; but have not ſpoke as yet. 

Lart. So, the good horſe is mine. 

Mar. I'll buy him of you. | 

Lart. No, I'Il not fell, nor give him: lend him you, 

I will, 

For half an hundred years: Summon the town. 

Mar. How far off lye theſe armies ? 

ef. Within a mile and half. 

Mar. Then ſhall we hear their larum, and they ours, 
Now Mars | pr'ythee make us quick in work; 
That we with ſmoaking ſwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded friends. Come, blow the blaſt. 


They ſound a parle. Enter two Senators with others 
on the walls. 


Tullus Aufidius, is he within your wall? 
1 Senat. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he, 
That's leſſer than a little: hark, our drums 
| | [Drum afar off. 
Are bringing forth our youth : we'll break our walls 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up ; our gates, | 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes, 
; They'll open of themſelves. Hark you, far off 
: | [ Alarup far off. 
4 There 
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There is 4uyfidins. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongſt your cloven army, 
Mar. Oh, they are at it. 


Dart. Let their noiſe be our inſtruction. Ladders, ho. 
Enter the Volſcians. 


Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their city. 
Now put your ſhields before your hearts, and fight 
eas” wadg more proof than ſhields. - Advance, brave 

itus, 
They do diſdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on, my 
fellows, 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volſcian, 
And he ſhall feel mine edge. 


[Alarum ; the Romans beat back to their trenches. 
SEN E. VIII. 


Re-enter Martius. 


Mar. All the contagion of the ſouth light on you, 
You ſhames of Rome, you! herds of boils and plagues 
Plaiſter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd | 
Farther than ſeen, and one infect anather 
Againit the wind a mile. You ſouls of geeſe, 

That bear the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
From ſlaves, that apes would beat? Pluto and hell! 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued fear ! mend, and charge home, 
Or by the fires of heaven, 111 leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you: look to't, come on; 

If you'll ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. - 


Another alarum, and Martius follows them to the 
gates, and is ſhut in. 


So, now the gates are ope: now prove good ſeconds z 

"Tis for the followers, fortune widens them; 

Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like. 

| [He enters the gates. 

1 Sel. Fool-hardineſs, not I. 

2 Sol, Nor I. We 

1. Sol, See, they have ſhut him in, [Alarum — > 
5 a All. 
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All. To th' pot, I warrant him. 


Enter Titus Laritus. 


Lart. What is become of Martius ? 

All. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs | 

1 Sal. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who upon the ſudden 


Clapt to their gates : he is himſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the city. 


Lart. Oh noble fellow! 
Who ſenſibly out-dares his ſenſeleſs ſword, 


And when it bows, ſtands up: thou art left, Martius 
A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 

Were not ſo rich a jewel. Thou waſt a ſoldier 

Even to Calvus' wiſh, not fierce and terrible 

Only in ſtroaks, but with thy grim looks, and 

The thunder-like percuſſions of thy ſounds, 

Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the world 

Were feaverous, and did tremble. 


Enter Martius bleeding, aſſaulted by the Enemy, 


1 Sol. Look, Sir. 
Lart. O, 'tis Martius. 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 


[They fight, and all enter the City. 
Enter certain Romans with Spoils, 


1 Rom. This will I carry to Nome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on't, I took this for filver. [ Exe. 
[ Alarum continues ſtill afar off. 


Enter Martius and Titus Lartius, avith a Trumpet. 


Mar. See here theſe movers, that do prize their ho- 
nours | 

At a crack d drachm : cuſhions, leaden ſpoons, - 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe flaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up; down with them; 
And hark, what noiſe the general makes! to him; 
There is the man of my ſoul's hate, Aufdius, 
Piercing our Romans : then valiant Titus take 


Convenient 
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Convenient numbers to make good the city, 
Whilſt J, with thoſe that have the ſpirit, will haſte 
To help Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft ; 
Thy exerciſe hath been too violent 
For a ſecond courſe of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praiſe me not : ; 
My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well : 
The blood I drop, is rather phyſical / 
Tnan dangerous to me. 
T' Aafdius thus I will appear, and foht. 

Lart. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Miſguide thy oppoſers words: bold gentleman ! 
Proſperity be thy page. 

Mar. Thy friend no leſs, 
Than thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt : ſo farewel. 

Lart. Thou worthieſt Martius, 
Go ſound thy trumpet in the market-place, 
Call thither all the officers o'tH town, 
Where they ſhall know our mind. Away. [Exeunt. 


SCAMS. 
Enter Cominius retreating with Soldiers. 


Com. Breathe you, my friends; well fought; we are 
come off 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh in our ſtands 
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have A 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their ſucceſſes, as we wiſh our own, 
That both our powers, with ſmiling fronts encounting, 
May give you thankful ſacrifice, Thy news? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meg. The citizens of Corioli have iſſued. 
And given to Lartius and to Martius battel. 
I ſaw our party to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 


Com. Tho' thou ſpeak'ſt truth, 


Methinks thou ſpeak'it not well, How long ist fince ? 


Mg 
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Me/. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. * Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drums. 
How could'ſt thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring the news ſo late! 

Meſ. Spies of the Yol/cians | 
Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
'Three or four miles about, elſe had I, Sir, | 
Half an hour fince brought my report. 4 


Enter Martius. 


Com, Who's yonder, 

That does appear as he were flead ? O Gods, 
He has the ſtamp of Martius, and I have 
Before time ſeen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the ſound of Martius tongue, 

From every meaner man, | 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own.. 

Mar Oh!] let me clip ye 
In arms as ſound, as when I woo'd in heart ; 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 
And tapers burnt to bedward. 

Com, Fiower of warriors, 
How 1s't with '"T7tus Lartins ? 

Mar. As with a man buſied about decrees ; 
Condeinning tome to death, and ſome to exile, © 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th” other, 
Holding Cofioli in the name of Rome, 

Even likea fawning grey-hound in the leaſh, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where 15 that flave 
Which told me as they beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he ? call him hither. | 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague ! tribunes for them !) 
The moule ne'er ſhunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 

Com. But how prevail you?. 

| Mar. 
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Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not think 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o'th' field ? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo ? 
Com. Martins, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpoſe. 
Mar. How lies their batte]? know you on what ſide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt ? 
Cam. As I] gueſs, Martius, 
Their bands th? vaward are the Antiates 
Of their beſt truſt : o'er them Auſidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 
Mar. ] do beſeech you, 
By all the batte]s wherein we have fought, 
By th' blood we've ſhed together, by the vows 
We've made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me againſt Aufidius, and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the preſent, but 
Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour 
Com. Though I could wiſh 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. 
Mar. Thoſe are they 
That moſt are willing, if any ſuch be here, 
(As it were fin to doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd ; if any fear 
Leſs for his perion than an ill report: 
If any think brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himſelf, 
Let him alone, (or many if ſo minded) 
Wave thus, t'expreſs his diſpoſition, 
And follow Martius. | — 
[They all ſhout, and wave their fruorde, take him up 
in their arms, and caſt up their caps. 
Oh! me alone, make you a {word of me: 
If theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Yol{cians ? none of you, but is 
Able to bear againſt the great Aufidius 
A ſhield as hard as his. A certain number 
(Tho' thanks to all) muſt I ſelect from all: 


The 
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The reſt ſhall bear the bufineſs in ſome other fight, 
As cauſe will be obey'd ; pleaſe you to march, 
And four ſhall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are beſt inclin'd. b 
Com. March on, my fellows: 
Make good this oſtentation, and you ſhall 
Divide in all with us | [ Exeunt: 


SCENE X. 


Titus Lartius having ſet à guard upon Corioli, going with 
drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Martius; 
Enter with a lieutenant, other ſoldiers, and a ſcout. 


Lart. So, let the ports be guarded ; keep your duties 
As I have ſet them down. If I do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe centuries to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding; if we loſe the field, 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu, Fear not our care, Sir. 

Lart. Flence, and ſhut your gates upon's : 

Our guider come, to th* Roman camp conduct us. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE. XI. 


Alarum as in battel. Enter Martius and Aufidius, at 


ſeveral doors. 
Mar. I'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate 
thee 

Worſe than a promiſe-breaker, 

Auf. We hate alike : 
Not 4%ic& owns a ſerpent I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy ; fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firſt budger die the other's ſlave, 
And the Gods doom him after. 

Auf. If I fly, Martius, hollow me like a hare, 

Mar. Within theſe three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work J pleas'd : 'tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou-ſee'ſt me mask'd ; for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th* higheſt. . 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny, 


Thou 
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Thou fhould'ſt not ſcape me here. 


[ Here thy fight, and certain Volſcians come to we aid 
of Aukdius., Martius fights till they be driven in 
breathleſs. 

Officious and not valiant !—you have ſham'd me 
In your condemned ſeconds. 


Fhouriſh, Alarum. A retreat is founded. Enter at one 
doo: Cominius with the Romans: at another door 
Martius, with his arm in a ſcarf. 


Com. If I ſhould tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but Il} report it, 
Where Senators ſhall ming'e tears with jmiles ; 

here great Patricians ſhall attend, and ſhrug ; 

Pt}, end admire ; where ladies fhall be frighted, 

And gladly quack'd, hear more? where the dull Tri- 
butes, 

That with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine honours, 

Shall ſay againit their hearts, we thank the Gods 

Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier. 

Yet cam'ſt thou to a morſel of this feaſl, 

Having fully din'd before. 


Enter Titus Lartius ci, his power from the purſutth 


Lart. O General, 
Here is the ſteed, we the capariſon : 


Hadſt thou beheld — 


Mar, Pray now, no more: my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me : 
I have Cone as you have done, that's what I can, 
Induc'd as you have been, that's for my country? 
He that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

Com. You ſhall not be 
The grave of your deſerving, Rome muſt know 
The value of her own : *twere a concealment, 
Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, 
To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Which tothe ſpire and top of praiſes verch'd, 
Would ſcem but modeſt. therefore, I beſeeck you, 
In ſign of what you are, not to reward, 


What 
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If 'gainft yourſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
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What you have done, before your army hear me. 

Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remembred. 

Com. Should they not, 
Well might they feſter *gainſt ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death: Of all the horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ſtore, of all 
The treaſure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, 
At your only choice, 

Mar. I thank you, General: 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take | 
A bribe, to pay my Sword : I dorefute it, | 
And ftand upon my common part with thoſe ö 
That have beheld the doing. 

LA long flouriſh, They all cry, Martius! Martius , 

caft 4 their caps and luunces: Cominius and Lar- 
tins ſchnd bare. 

Mar. May theſe fame inſtruments, which you profane, 
Never found more : when drums and trumpets ſhall 
I'th” field prove flatterers, let courts and cities 
Be made all falſe-faced ſoothing. 
When ſteel grows ſoft, as the paraſites ilk, 
Let him be made an overture for th? wars: 
No more, I fay ; for that I have not waſh'd 
My noſe that bled, or foil'd ſome debile Wretch, 
Which without note here's many elſe have done, 
You ſhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if I lov'd my little ſhould be dicted 
In praiſes, ſauc'd with lies. 

Com. Too madeſt are you: 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 


«* 
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(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with you: therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Martins 

Wears this wars garland ; in token of the which, 
My noble ſteed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time, 
For what he did before, Cœrioli, call him, 


Wich 
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With all th' applauſe and clamour of the hoſt, 


Caius Martius Corolianus. Bear the addition nobly ever. 
[Flouriſp. Trumpets ſound, and drums, 


Omnnes. Caius Martius Coriolanus 
Mar. I will go waſh : 
And when my face 1s fair, you ſhall perceive. 


Whether I bluſh, or no. Howbeit, I thank you, 


I mean to ſtride your ſteed, and at all times 


To undercreſt your good addition, 


To th' fairneſs of my power. 
Com. So, to our tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome our ſucceſs: you Titus Lartius 
Muſt to Corioli back; ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Lart. I ſhall, my lord. 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock me : 
I that but now refus'd moſt princely Gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my lord-general. 
Com. Take't, 'tis yours: what is't ? 
Mar. I ſometime Jay. here in Cerioli, 
At a poor man's houſe : he us'd me kindly, 
He cry'd to me: I ſa\ him priſoner : 
But then Aufidius was within my view, 
And wr ath o'er-whelm'd my pity ; I requeſt yuo 
To give my poor hoſt freedom. 
Com. O well begg'd: ! | 
Were he butcher of my fon, he ſhould 
Be free as is the wind: deliver him, T:tus, 
Lart. Martius, his name ? | 
Mar. By Jupiter, forgot: 
I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd : 
Have we no wane here ? 
Com. Go we to our tent 
The blood upon your viſage dries ; *tis time 


It ſhould be look'd to: come. 


SCENE XII. 


A flouriſh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius b/oody 


| with two or three Soldiers, - 
Af. The town is ta en, 


if 
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Sal. T'will be deliver'd back on good condition. 
Auf” Cond tion ! 

T would | were a Nima, for I cannot, 

Being a Volſeiar, be that Jam. Condition? 

What good Condition can a treaty find 

L'th' part that is at Mercy ? Five times, Martius, 

J have fought with thee, ſo oiten haſt thou beat me: 

And wouldſt do ſo, I think, ſhould we encounter 


As often as we eat. By th' elements, 

If ever again I meet him beard to beard, 

He's mine, or I am his: mine emulation 

* Hath not that honour in't it had : for where 

I thought to cruſh him in equal force, 

True {word to ſword, Pl potch at him ſome way; 


Or wrath, or craft may get him, 
Fal. He's the devil. 
Auf. Bolder, tho' not ſo ſubtle : my valour (votſon'd 


With only ſuffering ſtain by him) for him 
Shall flie out of itſelf: not ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 
2 Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor capitol, 
le prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embarkments all of Fury, ſhalt lift up 


'I'beir rotten privilegeand cuſtom 'gainſt 
My hate to Martins. Where J find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there 


Againſt the hoſpital cannon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city, 


earn how 'tis held, and what they are that muſt 


We hoſtages for Rome. 


Sal. Will not you go? 


Auf. lam attended at the cypreſs grove. I pray vou 
'Tis ſouth the city mills) bring me word thither © * 


Tow the world goes, that to the pace of it 
may ſpur on my journey, 


Sel. I ſhall, Sir, [ Exeunt. 
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Fnter NTenenius t Sicinius and Brutus. 


Nereiut II E. Augur tells me, we ſhall have news 
to-night. 

Bru. Good or had ? 

Aer. Not according to the prayer & the people, br 
they love rot Martius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Mer, Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians 
would the noble Martius. 

Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 


You two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall Z 


ask you. 
Both, Well, Sir. 


Men. In what enormity is Martius poor, that you ; 


two have not in abundance. 
Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor'd with all. 
Sic, Eſpecially in pride. 
Bru. And topping all others in boaſt. 


Men. This is firange now ! do you two know how | 
you are cenjur'd here in the city, I mean of us O'th' right 


file, do you ? 


Bru. Why how are we cenſur'd? 


Men. Becauſe you talk of pride now, you will not 


be angry ? 
Both. Well, well, Sir, well. 


Men. Why. tis no great matter; for a very little 


thief of occaſion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience 


Martius for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men. I know you can do very little alone, for you! 
helps are many, or elſe your actions would gros 


wondrous ſingle; your abilities are too infant-like, to! 
doin; 


give your diſpoſitions the reins, and be 
angry at your pleaſures, (at the leaſt ) if you take it 
as a pleaſure to you, in being ſo — ——— you blame 
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doing much alone. Vou talk of Pride oh, that 
you could turn your eyes towards the napes of your 
necks, and make but an interior ſurvey of your good 
ſeives. O that you could ! 

Bru, What then, Sir? 

Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias, fools 
as any in Rome, | 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. Iam known to be a humerous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tyber in't; ſaid to be ſomething imperſect in 
favouring the firit complaint; haſty and tinder like, 
upon too trivial motion ; one that converſes more 
with the buttock of the night, than with the fore- 
head of the morning. What I think I utter, and 
ſpend my malice in my breath. Meeting two ſuch 
weals men as you are (I cannot call you Lycurgayes) 
if the drink you give me touch my palate adverſly, 
I make a crooked face at it. I can ſay, your worſhips 
have deliver'd the matter well, when 1 find the aſs 
in compound with the major part of your {yllables ; 
and tho' I muſt be content to bear with thoſe that 
ſay you are reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly 
that tell you, you have good faces; if vou ſee this 
in the map of my microcoſm, follows it that I am known 
well enough too ? what harm can your beſom con— 
ſpeQuities glean out of this charaQar, if I be known 
well enough too ? 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitious for poor Knaves caps and 
legs : you wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in 
hearing a cauſe between an Orange-wife and a foſſet- 
ſeller, and then adjourn a controverſy of three-pence 
to a ſecond day of audience. When you are 
kearing a matter between a party and party, if you 
chance to be pinch'd with the cholick, you make faces 
like numbers, ſet up the bloody flag againſt all pa- 
tience and in roaring for a chamber-pot, diſmiſs 
the controverſy bleeding, the more intangled by your 
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ACHE SE NES. 
Furien Nlenenius 217th Sicinius and Brutus. 


Boren, S E. Augur tells me, we thall have news 
to- night. 

Br». Good or bad? 

Aer. Not according to the prayer & the people, ir 
they love Nor Martius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beaſts to l;now their friends. 

Aen. Pray you, whom does the wolf love ? 

Fc. The lamb. 

Mer, Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians 
would the noble Martine. | 

Bra. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb, 


You two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall N 


ask you. 
Jothb, Well, Sir. 


Men. In what enormity is Martius poor, that you b 


two have not in abundance. 
Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor'd with all. 
Sic. Eſpecially in pride. 
Bru. And topping all others in boaſt. 


Men. This is ſtrange now ! do you two know how 
you are cenſur'd here in the city, I mean of us o'th' right | 


file, do you ? 


Bru. Why how are we cenſur'd ? 


Men. Becauſe you talk of pride now, you will not | 


be angry ? 

Both. Well, well, Sir. well. 

Men. Why. tis no great matter; for a very little 
thief of occaſion will rob you of a great deal of pa 


tience 


as a pleaſure to you, in being ſo . you blame 
Martius for being proud. ; 
Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. 


Men. I know you can do very little alone, for you!| 


helps are many, or elſe your actions would grov 


wondrous ſingle; ; your abilities are too infant- like, to! 
doin: 


give your diſpoſitions the reins, and be! 
angry at your pleaſures, (at the leaſt ) if you take 1: , 
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7 doing much alone. Vou talk of Pride oh, that 
you could turn your eyes towards the napes of your 
necks, and make but an interior ſurvey of your good 
ſerves. O that you could ! | 
| Zu. What then, Sir ? 
7 Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias, fools 
as any in Rome, 
br lf Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
3 Men. Iam known to be a humerous patrician, and 
dne that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allayipg Tyber in't; ſaid to be ſomething imperic& in 
0 favouring the firit complaint; haſty and tinder like, 
= upon too trivial motion; one that converſes more 
| with the buttock of the night, than with the fore- 
head of the morning. What I think I utter, and 
ſpend my malice in my breath, Meeting two ſuch 
nall | weals men as you are (I cannot call you Lycurgayes) 
if the drink you give me touch my palate adverſly, 
l make a crooked face at it. I can ſay, your worſhips 
90 have deliver'd the matter well, when 1 find the aſs 
ren in compound with the major part of your {yllables ; 
all.) and tho” I muſt be content to bear with thoſe that 
$ ſay you are reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly 
that tell you, you have good faces; if veu ſee this 
how in the map of my microco!m, follows it that I am known 
riecht well enough too ? what harm can your beſom con- 
S ſpectuities glean out of this charactar, if I be known 
well enough too ? 
5 Rc Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
bY Men. You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitious for poor Knaves caps and 
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little less: you wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in a 
f pa. hearing a cauſe between an Orange-wite and a foſſet- 
ind be ſeller, and then adjourn a controverſy of three-pence ; 
ake it © a ſecond day of audience. When you are | 
2 hearing a matter between a party and party, if you 


chance to be pinch'd with the cholick, you make faces 
like numbers, ſet up the bloody flag againſt all pa- 


4 I tience and in roaring for a chamber-pot, diſmiſs 
l Lars the controverſy bleeding, the more intangled by your 
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hearing : all the peace you make in their cauſe, is cal- 
ling both the parties knaves. You are a pair of ſtrange 
ones. | 

37. Come, come, vou are well underſtood to be 
a perfect glyber for the table, than a neceſſary bench- 
er in the C apitol. 

Man. Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if 
they all encounter ſuch ridiculous ſubjceis as you 
ar; „hen you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is not 
worth the wagging of your beards, and your beards 
defetve not ſo honourable a grave, as to fluff a 
botchers cuſhion, or to be jntomb'd in an aſs's pack- 
laddle. Yet you mult be faying, Martins is proud; 
Who in a cheap eſtimation, is worth all your prede- 
ceflors ſince Deucalion, tho“ peradventure ſome of 
the beſt of them are hereditary hangmen. Good-e'en 
to ,0ur worſhip : more of your converſation would 
1nfect my brain, being the herdſmen of the beaſtly Ple- 
beians. I will be bold to take my leave of you. 

[Exe. Brutus and Sicinius., 
S CE NS It: 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria. 


How now (my as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon, 
were ſhe earthly, no nobler ; whither do you follow 
Four eyes fo faſt? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Martius approaches; 
© Tor the love of Juno let's go ? 
Men. Ha! Martius coming home? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with molt proſpe- 
rous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiler, and I thank thee ——— 
hoo, Martius coming home! 

Beth. Nay, tis true. 

Vol. Look here a Letter from him, the State hath 
Beall his wife another, and I think there's one at 
home ſor you. 

Men. I will make my very houſe reel to-night; A 
letter for me! 

i. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I ſau't. 

Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
years health; in which time I will make a lip at the 
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but emperic, and to this preſervative of no better re” 
port then a horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he wa? 
wont to come home wounded. | 

Vir. Oh no, no, no. 

Fol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much; brings hea 
Victory in his pocket? the wounds become him. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius, he comes the third time 
home with the open garland. 

Men. Hath he diſciplin'd Aufdius ſoundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, bat 
Aufidius got oft. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that; if he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been fo 


faius'd for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's 


in them. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? 

Fil. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the Se- 
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives my 
Son the whole name of the war: he hath in this action 
out done his former deeds doubly, 

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchaſing. 

Vir. 'The God's grant them true. 

Hol. True? pow waw. 


Men. True? Þ'll be ſworn they are true. Where is 


he wounded, God fave your good worſhips? Martius 


is coming home; he has more cauſe to be proud? 


where he is wounded ? | 
Vol. I'th* ſhoulder, and i'th' left arm; and there will 
be large cicatrices to ſhew the people, when he ſhall ſtand 
for his place. He receiv'd in the repulſe of Targuin ſeven 
hurts Pth' body. 
Men. One i'th' neck, and two i'th' thigh ; there's 
nine that I know. 
Vol. He had, before his laſt expedition, twenty five 
wounds upon him. | 
Men. Now 'tis twenty ſeven ; every gaſh was an ene- 
my's grave. Hark, the trumpets. About and flouriſh. 
Vol. Theſe are the uſhers of Martizs; before him 
he carries noiſe, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark ſpirit, in's nervy arm doth lye, 
B 3 Which 
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Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men die. 


S C.E N-E--IIL. 


Irwmpets found. Enter Cominius the General, ard Ti- 
tus Lartius; beteveen then: Coriglanus,crown'd cc 
an caken Garland, with Captains, Soldiers, a 


berald. 


Her. Know, Rene, that all alone Martius did fight 
Within Corioli gates, where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caizs Martius. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 

Sound. Fiouriſh, 
.. Welcome to Neme, renowned Coriolanas. 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 
Cor. Look, Sir, your mother. 
Cor. Oh! 
You have, I know, petition'd the Gods 
For my proſperity. [ Knecls, 
Jol. Nay, my ſoldier up: 
My gentle Martius, worthy Cazzs, 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd, 
What is it, Coriolanus, mult I call thee ? 
But oh, thy wife 

Cor. My gracious filence, hail : | 
Would'ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'it to fee me triumph? ah, my dear, 

Such eyes the widows in Cœrioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons. 

Men. Now the Gocds crown thee, 

Com. And live you yet? O my ſweet lady, pardon. 

Vol. I know not where to turn. O welcome home. 
And welcome General, y are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: I could weep, 
And I could laugh, I'm light and heavy: welcome, 

A curſe begin at very root one's heart 

That is not glad to fee thee. You are three 

That Rome ſhould dote on: yet by the faith of men, 
We've ſome old crab-trees here t home, that will not 
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Be grafted to your reliſh. Welcome Warriors; 
We call a nettle, but a nettle, and 
The fauits of fools, but folly. 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menciids, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and yours, | 
Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head 
The good patricians muſt be viſited, | 
From whom I have receiv'd not on!y greetings, 
But with them, change of honours. 
Vol. I have lived 
To ſee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And buildings of my fancy; only one thing 
Is wanting, Which I doubt not but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good mother, I 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs. 
Com. On, to tue Capitol. [ Fhouriſþ, Cornets, 
[ Exeant in late, as before, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 


Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him. Your pratling nurle 

Into a rapture let's her baby cry, 

While ſhe chats him: the kitchen maulin pins 

Her richeſt lockram *bout her reechy neck, 

Clambring the walls to eye him; falls, bu ks, windows, 
Are {mother'd up, leads fili'd, and ridges hors'd 

Wich variable complexions ; all agreeing |; 
in earneſtneſs to fee him: feld-ſhown Flamins 
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Do prets among the popular throngs, and puff 1 
To win a vulgar ſtation ; our veil'd dames — 
« Commit the war of white and damask in | 
« Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th” wanton fpoil 
= 


Of Phoeous” burning kiſſes; ſuch a pother, 
« As if that whatſoever God who leads him, 
« Were ſlily creptinto his human power, 
And gave him gracetul poſture. 
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Lic. On the ſudden, 
} warrant him, Conſul. 
Br. Then our office may, 
During his power, go ſleep. 
9;c, He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honours, 


From where he ſhould begin and end, but wall 
Loſe thoſe he'ath won. 


Bru. In that there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, | 
The commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget 
(With the leaſt cauſe) theſe his new honours ; which 


That he will give, make I as little queſtion 
As he is proud to dot. 


Bru. J heard him ſwear, 
Where he to ſtand for Conſul, never would he 
Appear i'th' market- place, nor on him put 
The napleſs veſture of humility, 
Nor ſhewing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To th' people, beg their ſtinking breaths. 
Sic. Tis right. 
Bru. It was his word: oh, he would miſs it, rather 


Than carry it, but by the ſuit o'th' gentry, 
And the deſire o'th' nobles. 


Sic. 1 wiſh no better, 


Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 
In execution. 


Bru Tis moſt like he will. 


Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills; 
A ſure deſtruct ion. 


Bru. So it muſt fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 

We muſt ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred - 

He ſtill hath he'd them; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, ſilenc'd their pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 

In human action and capaeity, 

Of no more ſoul nor fitneſs for the world, 

Than camels in their war, who have their provender 
Only for bearing burthens, and ſore blows 
For ſinking under them. 


Sic. This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted 
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At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſo'ence 

Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upon't, and that's as eaſie 

As to ſet dogs on ſheep) will be the fire 

To kindle their day ſtubble ; and their blaze 

Sha!l darken him for ever. 


Enter a meſſenger. 


Bru. What's the matter? 

Me/. You're ſent for to the Capitol: tis thought 
That Martius ſhall be Counſu] : I have ſeen 
The dumb men throng to ſee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak ; the matrons flung their gloves, 
Ladies and maids their ſcarſs and handkerchiefs, 

Upon him as he paſs d; the nobles bended, 
As to Fove's ſtatue, and the commons made 
A fhower and thunder with their caps and fhout: : 
I never ſaw the like. 
Bra. Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for -h tiwe, 
But hearts for the event. | 
Sic. Have with you. Heunb. 
SEN E V. 
Enter tao Officers, to lay cfptits 

1 OF. Come, come, they are almoſt here; e many 
ſtand for conſulſhips? 

2 OF. Three they ſay; but tis thought of every one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 OF. That's a brave fellow, but he's vengeance proud, 
and loves not the common people. 

2 OF. Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flatter'd the people, who ne'er lov'd them, and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wlierefore; ſo that if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for 
Coriolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate 
him, manifeſts the true knowledge he has in their dif- 
poſition, and out of his noble careleſneſs lets them 
plainly ſee't. 

1 OF. If he did not care whether he had their love. 
or no, he wav'd indifferently 'twixt doing them rei- 
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ther good nor narm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him; and leaves no- 
thing undone, that may fully diſcover him their oppo- 
ſite. Now to ſeem to affect the malice and diſpleaſure 
of the people, is as bad as that which he diſlikes, ro 
flatter them for their love. | 

2. Of. He hath deſerved worthily of his country: | 
and his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſie degrees as thoſe who 
have been ſupple and couricous to the people, bonnetted ? 
without any further deed to have them at all into | 
their eſtimation and report: but he hath ſo planted 
his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, ; 
that for their tongues to be ſilent, and not confeſs ſo * 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report 
otherwiſe, were a malice that giving it ſelf the lie, 
would pluck reproof and rebuke from ev'ry ear that 
heard it. | — 

1 Of. No more of him, he is a worthy man: make 
Way, they are coming. 3 
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Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the people. : 
L.elors before them ; Coriolanus, Mencnius, Coml- | 
nius te Conſul: Sicinius aud Brutus take their fla- 
res by themſetues. ; 
Mer. Having determin'd of the Velſcians, and i 

To fend for Titus Lartius; it remains, | 

As the main point of this our after- meeting, 

To prauke his noble fervice, that 

Hath thus tvod for his country. Therefore, pleaſe you, 

Molt reverend and grave elders, to deſire 

The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, f 

In our well-found {ucccflcs, to report . 

A little of that worthy work pertorm'd 

Ey Calus Martius Commis; whkem 

We met kere, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himſelf. 

1 Sue. Speak, good Commius : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 

Rather cur ſtate's defective for requital, 

Tan we ſtretch it out, Maſters o&'th* people, 
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We do requeſt your kindeſt ear, and after, 9 
Your loving motion toward the common body, | 
To yicid what paſſes here. 
Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleaſing treaty, and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theam of our aſſembly. 
Bru. Which the rather 
We ſhall be bleſt to do, if he remember 
A kinder va ue of the people, than 
He had hitherto priz'd them at. 
Men. That's of, that's off: 
J would you rather had been ſilent: pleaſe you 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? 
Bru. Mloſt willingly : 
But yet my caution was more pertinent 
4 han the rebuke you give. 
Men. He loves your people, 
But tye him not to be their bed-ſellow : 
Worthy Comtnius ſpeak. 
[ Coriolanus ie and oftri to go away, 
Nay, Keep your place, 
t Sen. Sit, Coriolanus, never ſhame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 
Cor. Your honour's pardon : 
] had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear fay I got them 
Bru. Sir, I hope 
Aly words diſ-bench'd you not? 
Cer. No, Sir; yet oft, 
When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words] 
You tooth not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 
1 love them as they weigh- 
Men. Pray now, fit down,” | 
Cor. I had rather have one ſcrateh my head 7th” ſun, 
When the alarum were ſtruck, than idly fit 
Jo hear my nothings monſter'd. [ Exit Corialanus 
Men. Maſters of the people, 
Your multiplying ſpawn how can he flatter, 
That's thouſand to one good one? when you ſee 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 


Than 
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Than one of 's ears to hear't. Proceed, Cominius. 
Oom. I ſhall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 

Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 

'T hat valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 

Mot dignifes the haver : if it be 

The man I ſpeak of cannot in the world 

Be ſingly counter-pois'd. At ſixteen years, 
When 7argiin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then DiQator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Jmatzmian chin he drove 

The briſtled !ips before him: he beſtrid 

An ccr-preit Roman, and 1'th* Conſul's view 
Slew three oppoſers: Targuin's ſelf he met, 
And ſtruck him on his kace : in that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the ſcene; 

te prov'd beit man i'th' fie d, and for his meed 
Was-brow-bound with the oak. His pupil- age 
Mar-entred thus, he waxed like a fea, 
And in the brunt of ſeventeen battels ſince 
For this laſt, 
Before, and in Corzo/*, let me fa 
I cannot ſpeak him home : he ſtopt the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 
"Turn terror into ſport. As waves before 

A veſſel under fail, fo men obey'd, 

And tell below his ſtern : his ſword (death's ſtamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot: 
He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 
Was trim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o'th' city, which he painted 
With ſhunleſs deſtiny : aidleſs came off, 

Ard with a ſudden re-enforcement ſtruck 
Corio, like a planet. Nor all's this; 

For by and by the din of war *gan pierce 

His ready ſenſe, when ſtreight his doubled ſpirit 
Requicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 

And to the batte] came he; where he did 

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 

JTwere à perpetual ſpoil ; and 'till we call'd 
Both held and city ours, he never ſtood 
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To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 
Men Worthy man! 
1 Sen. He cannot but with meaſure fit the honours 
Which we deviſe him. 
| Com. Our ſpoils he kick'd at, 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'th' world: he covets leſs 
Than miſery itſelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To ſpend his time to end 1t, 
Men. He's right noble, 
Let him be called for. 
Sen. Call Ceriolanus. 
OF. He doth appear. 


Enter Coriolanus. 


r Aw 


Men. The Senate, Coriciauus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee Conſul. 

Cor. I do owe them ſtill 
My life, and fervices. | 

Men. It then remains 
That you do ſpeak to th' people, 

Cor. I beſeech you, 
Let them o'er-leap that cuſiom; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them. 
For my wounds ſake, to give their ſuffrages: 
Pleaſe you that I may pais this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people mult have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't; pray fit you to the cuſtom, 
And take t'ye, as your predeceſſors have, 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a part 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people, 

Bru. Mark you that ? 


Cor, To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th? unaking ſcar, which I would hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them ſor the hire 
Of their breath only. 

Men. Do not ſtand upon't : 


We recommend t'ye, Tribunes of the people, 


Points o'th' compals, 


o» CORIGLANUS. 


Our purpoſe to them, and to our noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all joy and honour. 
Sic. To Coriclanus come all joy and honour ! 


Fluri Cornets, Then Exe. 


Aanct Sicinius aud Brutus. 


Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 
Sic. May they perceive's intent : He will require 
them, 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted 
Should be iu them to give. 
Bru. Come, we'll inſorm them 
Of our proceedings here on th” market place, 
I know they do attend us. 


Se ENE VII. 


Enter ſeven or eight Citizens, 


4 Exe 5 


1 Cit. Oons! if he do require our voices, we ovght 
not to deny him. 

2 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. 

Cit. We have power in our ſelves to Co it, but 
it is a power that we have no power to do; for if ke 
fhcws us his wounds, and tell us his dceds, we are to 
put our tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for 
them: So, it he tells us his noble deeds; we muſt alſo 
tell him of our noble Acceptance of them. Ingratitude 
is monltrous, and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were 
to make a monſter of the multitude ; z of the which, WC 
being members, ſhould bring our ſelves to be monſtrous 
members. 

1 C. And to make us no better thought cf, a lit- 
tle help will Lrve: For once when he ſtood up about 
the corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the many-head- 
ed multitude. 

Cit. We have been call'd ſo of many, not that 
our heads are ſome brown, ſome biack, ſome auburn, 
ſome bald; but that our wits are ſo diverſly colour'd ; 
and truly, I think, if all our wits were to iſſue out of 
one ſcull, they would fly Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and 
their conſent ef one direct way, would be at once to all 


2 Cis. 
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2 Cit. Think you ſo? which way do you judge my 
wit would fly ? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will ſo ſoon out as another man's. 
will, 'tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a 2lockhead : But if it 
were at liberty, 'twould fare ſouthward. 

2 Cit. Why that way? 

3 Ciz. To loſe it ſelf in a fog, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would 
return for conſcience fake, tv help to get thee 2 
wite. ' 

2 Cit. You are never 
may, you may 

3 Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your voices? 
but that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay, 
If he would incline to the people, there was never à 
worthier man. 


„ithout your tricks 


vou 


Enter Coriolanus in @ gown, with Mlenenius. 


Here he comes, and in the gown of humility, mark 
his behaviour: We are not to ſtay all together, but to 
come by him where ke ftands, by one's, by two's and 
by three's. He's to make his requeſts by particulars, 
where every one of us has a ſingle honour, in giving 
him our own veces with our own tongues : therefore 


_ me, and ell direct you how you ſhall go by 
im. 


All. Content, content. 
Men. Oh Sir, you are not right 3 have you not 
known 
The worthieſt men have done't ? 
Cor. What mult I fay, 
J pray, Sir? plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir, — my wounds 
J got them in my country's ſervice, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. 
Men. Oh me the Gods! 
You muſt not ſpeals of that, you muſt defire them 
To think upon you. 
Cor. Think upon me ? hang 'em. 
J would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines loſe by em. 


- 
. - — —ͤrQ — ee ne 
_ 


— — — — — — — 


* 


40 CORIOLAN us. 
Men. You'll mar all. 


I'll leave you: pray you to ſpeak to 'em, I pray you. 


In wholſome manner. [ Exit. 


Citizens approach. 


Cor. Bid them waſh their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean — ſo, here comes a brace : 
You know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 

1 Cit. We do, Sir, tell us what hath brought you tot. 

Cor. Mine own deſert. 

2 Cit. Your own delert ? 

Cor. Ay, not mine own deſire. 

1 Cit. How, not your own deſire. 

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
the poor with begging. 

1 Cie. You muſt think, if we give you any ching, 
we hope to gain by you, 

Cor. Well then, 1 pray your price o'th Conſulſhip | ? 

1 Ct. The price is, to ask it kindly. 


Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have wounds 


to ſhew you, which ſnail be yours in private: Your 


good voice, Sir; What fay you? 

2 Cit. You ſnall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A match, Sir; tliere's in all two worthy voices 
begg'd . 1 have your aims, adieu. 

1 Ci. But this is ſomething odd. 

2 Cit, An were to give again :-——— But tis no 
matter. [L xcunt. 


Tao other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, it it may ſtand with the tune 
of your voices, that I may be Conſul, I have here the 
cuſtomary gown, 

1 Cit. You have deſerved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deſerved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma. 

1 Ci. You have been a ſcourge to her enemies; you 
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not indeed loved 


the common people. 


Cor. You ſhould account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love ; I will, Sir, 


| Hatter my ſworn brother, the people, to earn a dearer 


clumation 
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eftimation of them, 'tis a condition they account gen- 
tie: And ſince the wiſdom of their choice, is rather to 
have my cap than my heart, I will practiſe the infi- 
nuating nod, and be off to them moſt counterfeitly: That 
is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of ſome pro- 
pular man, and give it bountifully to the deſirers: There- 
fore, beſeech you I may be Conſul. 

2 Cit. We hope to find you our friend; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not ſeal your knowledge with ſhewing 


them. I will make much of your voices, and ſo trou- 


ie you no further. 
Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily. {Exe, 
Cor. Moſt ſweet voices- — 
Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, 


Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve, * 


Three Citizens more. 


Here come more voices. 
Your voices — for your voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd : Battels thrice ſix, 
I've ſeen, and heard of : For your voices, have 
Done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more:. your 
voices: 
Indeed I would be Conſul. | 
1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 


any honeſt man's voice. 


2 Ce. 
Nr do deſerve. 
Why in this woolviſh gewn ſhould I ſtand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needleſs voucher ? cuſtom calls me to't 


What cuſtom wills in all things, thould we do't * 
The duſt on antique time would lye unſwept, 

And mountainous error be too highly heapt, 

For truth to o'er-peer. Rather than fool it ſo, 
Let the high office and honour go, | 
To one that would do thus. I am half through, 
The one part ſuffer'd, the other will I do. 5 


4.2 CORTOL ANUS 
2 Cit. Theiefore let him be Conſul : The Gods give 
kim joy, and make kim a good friend to the people. 
Abt. men, ani. Gcd ſave thee; noble Conſul. 
Fa cunt. 
Cor. Worthy voices! 


Euter Menei. ius, with Brutus aud Sicinius. 


Men. You've flood your limitation: and the Tribunes 
Endue you with the peoples voice. Remains, 
That in tl“ official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the Senate. 

Cor. Is this done? 

Sic. The cuſtom cf requeſt you have diſcharg'd: 
The people do admit you, and are ſumn. cn'd 
To Met anon upon ycur approbation. 

Cor. Where ? at the ſenate-houſe? 

Sic. There, Cariulanums. 

Ccr. May I change theſe garments ? 

Sic. You may, Sir. 

Cor. That I'Il ſtraight do: And knowing my ſelf again, 
Repair to th' ſenate- Ilouſe. | 

Aer. 11! keep you company. Will you along? 

Bru. We ſay here for the people. 

Sit. Fare you well- [Exe. Coriol. aud Men, 


SCENE. VIII. 


He has it now, and by his looks, methinks 
Tis warm at's heart. 
Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds : Will you diſmiſs the people! 


Euter Plebeians. 


Sic. How now, my maſters, have you choſe this man ? 

1 C. He has our voices, Sir, 

Bru. We pray the Gods he may deſerve your loves. 

2 Cir. Amen, Sir: To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock] us, when he begg'd onr voices. 

3 Ciz. Certainiy he flouted us down: right. 


1 Ci. No, 'tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us. 


2. Cit. Not one amongſt us, ſave your felt, but ſays 
He us'd us ſcornfully : Ee ſhould have ſhew'd us 
| His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's country. 


Sic. 
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Sic. Why ſo he did, I am ſure. 


All. No, no man ſaw 'em. 
3 Cit. He ſaid he'd wounds, which he could ſhaw in 
private: 
And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
1 would be Conſul, ſays he: aged cuſtom, 
But by your voices, Will not 0 permit me; 
Your voices therefore: Mähen we granted that, 
Here was ——— I thank you for your voices —=thank 
vou 
Your mot ſweet voices — — now you have left your 
Voices, 
I have nothing further with you. Wa'r't this moekery ? 
Sic, Why either were you ignorant to {ee't ? 
Or ſeeing it, of ſuch chi:dith friendlineſs, 
To yili your voice? 
Bra. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leſſond; when he had no power, 
But was a petry ſervant to the ſtate, 
He was your enemy, ftill ſpake againft 
Your liberties and charters that you bear 
Ph body of the weal: And now arriving 
At place of potency, and ſway o'th' ſtate 
If he ſhould ftill malignantly remain 
Faſt foe to th' plebeans, your voices might 
Be curſes to your ſelves ? You ſhould have faid 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for; ſo his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranſlate his malice tow'rds you, into love, 
Standing your friendly lord, 
Sic. Thus to have faid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit 
And try'd his inclination 5 from his Pluck, 
Either his gracious promiſe, which you might 
As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to 
Or elſe it would have gall his ſurly nature 
Which eaſily endures not article, 
Tying him to ought; fo putting him to ra 
You ſhould have ta'en th? advantage of his choler, 
And paſt him unelected. 


44 CORIOL ANUS. 


Rru. Did you perceive, 
He did ſollicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves? and do you think 
That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 
When he hath power to cruſh? why had your bodies 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues, to cry 
Againſt the rectorſhip of judgment ? 
Sic. Have you, 
Ere now, deny'd the asker? and now again 
Of him that did not ask, but mock, beſtow 
Your ſu'd- for tongues ?. 
3 Ci. He's not conſirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And will deny him: 
171 have ve hundred voices of that ſound. 

1 Cr. Av, twice five hundred, and their friends to 

piece em. 

Bru. Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe friends, 
They've chole a Conſul that will from them take 
Their liberties, make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking, 

As therefore kept to do ſo. 

Sic. Let them aſſemble ; and on ſafer judgment, 
Revoke your ignorant election: 

Enforce his pride, and his old hate to you: 
Beſides, forget not, 

With what contempt he wore the humble weed, 
How in his ſuit he ſcorn'd you: But your loves 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you 
The apprehenſion of his preſent portance, 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
After th' inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that 
We labour'd (no impediment between) 

But that you muſt caſt your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you Choſe him, more after our command» 

ment, 
Than guided by your own affections, 
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what 
You rather muſt do, than what you ſhould do, 
Made you againſt the grain to voice him Conſul, 
Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, ſpare us not: Say, we read lectures to you, 

ow 
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How younzly he began to ſerve his country, 
How iong continued, and what ſtock he ſprings of, 
The noble houſe of Martius; from whence came 
that Ancus Martins, Numa's daughter's ſon, 
Who after great H?7:/ius, here was King: 
Of the ſame houle Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt water brought by conduits kither, 
And Ccn/orinus, darling of the peop ce 
(und nobly nam'd ſo for twice being cenſor) 
Was his great anceltor. 
Sic. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be ſet him in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent bearing with his pail, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your ſudden approbation. 
Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't, 
{Harp on that ſtill) but by our putting on; 
And preſently, when you have drawn your numher, 
Repair to th' Capitol. | 
All. We will fo; almoſt all rebent in their election. 
[ Zxeunt Plebeians, 
Bru. Let them go on: | 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ſtay paſt doubt for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 
'The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. Come; to th' Capitol, 
We wil! be there before the ſtream o'th' people: 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly 'tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. Exe. 
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Cornets, Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, and 9ther Senators. 


Cor, Ullus Aufi dius then had made new head? 
Lart. He had, my lord, and that it was which 
caus'd 
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caus'd. 
Our ſwifter compoſition. 
Cor. So then the Fylſcians Rand but as at firſt, 
Ready "wr time ſhall prompt them, to make in- 
ron 
Upon's again 
Com, 1 hey” re worn, lord Conſu“, fo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſec 
Their banners wave again. 
Cor. Saw you Arfidins ? 
Lart. On fafe-guard he came to me. and did curſe 
Againſt the Pol{cians, for they had ſo viiely 
Yielded the town; he is retir'd to Antium. 
Ca r. Spoke he of me? 

L nxt. He did, my lord. 
Lor. How ? what ? 
Cart. How often he had met you ſword to {word ; 

That of all things upon the earth he hated 

Your perſon molt : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeleſs reititution, ſo he might 

Be call'd your vanquiſher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Anlium. | | 
C:r. I wiſh I had a cauſe to ſeek him there, 

To oppole his hatred fully, Welcome home. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus, 


Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o'th? common mouth: I do deſpiſe them, 
For they do prank them in authority 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cor. Hath! what is that! 
Bra. It will be dangerous to go on — no further. 
Cor. What makes this change? 
Men. The matter ? 
Com. Hath he not paſs'd the nobles and the commons? 
Bru. Cominius, no: 
Cor. Have I had children's voices? 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he ſhall to th' market place. 
Bra.SThe people are incens'd againſt him. 
Sic. Stop, 
3 Or 
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Or all will ful in brot!, 

Cor. Are theſe your herd? | 
Mult theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 

And ftreight diſclaim their tongues ? waat are your 
, oſſices? 
You being their months, why rule you not their teeth? 
Have you not ſet them on? 
Men. Be cum, be calm. > 
Cor. It is a purpos' d thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility: 
guffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. | 

Bru. Call't not a plot: 

The people cry you mock'd them: and of late, ; 
When corn was given them, gratis . you repin'd, 
Scandal'd tne Suppliants for the people, calld them 
Time: pleaſers, flatterers, foes to nobicnels. 

Cor. Why this was known before, 

Brin Not to them all, 

Cor. Have you inform'd them ſince ? 

Bru. How! I inform'd them 

Com. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 

Bru. Not unlike each way, to better yours. 

Cor. Why then ſhould I be Conſul ? by yond clouds, 
Let me deſerve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your Fellow-Tribune. 

Sic. You ſhew too much of that, 

For which the people ſtir ; if you will paſs 

To where you're bound, you mult enquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit, 

Or ne'er to be ſo noble as a Conſul, 

Nor yoke with him for Tribune. 

Men. Let's be calm. 

Com. The people are abus'd, ſet on; this paltring 
Becomes not Rome: nor has Corio/anus 
Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd rub, laid falſly 
Ith' plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of corn! 

This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak't again 

Mer. Not now, not now. 

Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Cor. Now as J live, I will — 
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As for my nobler friend, I crave their pardons ; 
But for the mutable rank-icented many, 

Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 

And there bchold themſelves : I ſay again, 

In ſoothing them, we nouriſh againſt our Senate 
The cockle of rebellion, inſolence, ſedition, 


Which we ourſelves have plowed for, ſow'd and ſcatter'd. 


By mingling them with us, the honour'd number, 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power but that 
Which we have given to beggars, 
Men. Well, no more 
Sen. No more words, we beſeech you 
Cor. How! no more! 
As for my Country I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force; ſo ſhall my lungs 
Coin words 'ti!l their decay; againſt thoſe meaſlers 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter us, yet ſeek 
The very way to catch them 
Bru. You ſpeak o'th' people, as you were a God 
To puniſh, not a man of their infirmity. | 
Sic. Twere well we let the people know't. 
Men, What, what ! his cholor ? 
Cor. Choler! were as patient as the midnight ſleep, 
| By Jove, twould be thy mind. 
Sic, It is a mind 
That ſhal! remain a poiſon where it is, 
Not poiſon any further. 
Cor. Shall remain ? 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 
His abſolute all ? 
Com. Twas from the cannon. 
Cor. Shall! 
O good, but moſt unwiſe patricians ; why 
You grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an officer, 
That with his peremptory all, being but 
The horn and noiſe o'th* monſters want no ipirit 
To ſay he]I turn your current aditch, 
And make your channel his ? If he have power, 
Then vail your 1gnorance ; if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity ; if you are learned, 


Be not as common fools; if you are not, 
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Let them have cuſhions by you. Your Plebeians, 
If they be Senators, and they are no leſs, 

When, both veur voices blended, the great'ſt taſte 
Alolt pallates theirs. They chuſe their magiſtrate, 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts his, 

His popular hall, againk a graver bench 

Than ever frown'l in Greece, By Jove himielf, 
It makes the Conſuls baſe; and my ſoul ates 

To know, when two authorites are up, 

Neither ſupream, how ſoon contuiton 

May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by th'other. 

Com. Well —-— on toth' market-place. 

Con. Who ever gave that conſul, to give forth 
The corn o' th the ſtorehouſe, gratis, as twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece — 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Car. Though there the people had more abſolute power 
I ſay, they nouriſh'd diſobedience, fed ä 
The ruin of the ſtate. 

Bru. Why ſhall the people give, 

One that ſpeaks thus their voice ? 

Cor. Vil give my Reaſons, | 
More worthy than their voice? They know the corn 
Was not our recompence, reſting aſſur'd 
They ne'er did ſervice for't, being preſt to th'war, 
Even when the naval of the ſtate was touch'd, 

They would not thread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not delerve corn, gratis. Being i'th' war, 

Their mutinies and revolts, Whereiu they ſhew'd 

Moſt valour, ſpoke not for them. Th Accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 

All cauſe unborn, could never be the native 

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then? 

How ſhall this boſom- multiplied digeſt 

The Senaters Courteſie! let deeds expreſs 

What's like to be their words — we did requeſt it 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear . 

They gave us our demands. Thus we debaſe 

The nature of our ſeats, and make the rabble 

Call our Cares, fears; which will in time brake ope 
The Locks o'th' Senate, and bring in the crows _ 

To peck the eagles —— ENS | | 
Men. Come, enough, 3 | The 
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Bru. Enough, with our meaſure. 
Cor. No, take no more. 
W hat may be ſworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! This double worſhip, 
Where one part does diſdain withcauſe, the other 
Inſult without all reaſon ; where gentry, title, wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 
Of gen'ral ignorance, it mult omit 
Real neceſſities, and give way the while 
TP unſtable ſlightneſs; purpoſe fo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſeech you, 
(You that will be leſs fearful than diſcreet, 
That love the fundamental part of ſtate 
More than you doubt the change of't ; that prefer 
A noble Life before a long, and wiſh 
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyſick, 
That's ſure of death without,) at once plucl out 
The multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
The ſweet which is their poiſon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate 
Of that integrity which ſhould become it : 
Not having power to do the good it would 
For th'ill which doth controul it. 
Bru. H'as ſaid enough. | 
Sic. Has ſpoken like a traitor, and fhall anſwer 
As traitors do. | 
Cor. Thou wretch ! deſpight o'er whelm thee ! 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
'To th' greater bench. In a rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
'Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power i'th' duſt. 
Bru. Manifeſt Treaſon 
Sic. This a conſul? no, 


Bru. The /Ediles, ho; let him be apprehended. 


Sic. Go call the people, in whoſe name my ſelf 
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator : 


A foe to th' publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, 


And follow to thine anſwer, | Laying hold on Cariolanus. 
Cor. Hence, old goat. 


All. We'll ſure to him. 
Com, Ag'd Sir, hands off. 


Cor, 
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Cor. Hence, rotten thing, I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 


Sic. Help me, citizens. 


Enter a Rabble of Plebeians auth the Adiles. 
M:n On both ſides more reſpect. 
Sic. Here's he that woll d take from you all your power, 
Bru. Seize him, Adilec, 
All. Down with him, down with him 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons 
Dey all buſtle about Coriolanus, 
Tiribunes, patricians, citizens - what hoe 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coricianus, citizens! 
All. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace! 
Men. What is about to be I am out of breath ; 
Confuſion's near, I cannot ſpeak. Yon, Tribunes, 
Coriolanus 3 patience ; ſpeak, Sicinius. 


dic. Hear me, people —— peace, 
All. Let's hear our Tribune; peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, 
ſpeak. 


Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties ; 
Martius would have all from you: Martius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Conſul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie, 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat, 

Sic. What is the city, but the people? 

All. True, the people are the city. 

Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſh'd ' 
The people magiſtrates. 

All. You fo remain. 

Ven. And ſo are like to do. 
Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all which diſtinctly ranges 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 
Sic. This deſerves death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtand to our authority, 
Or let us do it? we do here pronounce, 


Upon the part o'th' people, in whoſe power 


19, We were elected theirs, Martius is worthy 
Of preſent death, 
Sic, Therefore lay hold on him; 
or. C.2 Bear 
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Bear him to the rock Jarpciau, and from thence 
Into deſtruction caſt hiin. 

Bru. A diles ſeize him. 

a Ple. Yieid, Martins, vield. 

Men. Hear me one word, beſecch your Tribunes 

hear me but a word 

Hdiles. Peace, peace. 

Nen. Be that you ſeem, truly your country friends; 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. 

Bru, Sir, thoſe cold ways, 

That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poy ſonous, 
Where the diſeaſe is violent. Ln ay hands on him, 
And bear him to the rock. [ Cor. draws his fetvord, 
No; I il dye here; 
There's ſome among you have beheld me ſghting, 
Come try upon your ielves, what you have ieee me. 
Men. Down with that fword, 1'ribuncs withdraw a while 
_ Lay hands upon hun. 
Men. Help Martius, help — you that be noble, help 
bim young and old. 
All. Down with him, down with him. [Exeunt. 
La this mutiny, the Tribunes, the AEdiles, and the 
people are beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your houſe ; be gone, away, 
AN will be naught e elſe. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Cem. Stand faſt, we have as ny friends or enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that ? 

Sen. The Gods forbid : 
I pr'ythee, noble Friend, home to thy houſe, 
Leave us to cure this cauſe. 

Men. For 'tis a ſore 
You cannot tent your ſelf ; be gone, 'beſecch you. 

Com, Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd ; not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calved in the porch o'th* Capitol: 

Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue: 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could my felt take up a brace o'th' the beſt of 
them, yea, the two Tribunes. Com- 
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Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick, 
And minhcod 1scall'd fool'ry when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the tag return, Whoſe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o 'erbear 
What they arc us'd to bear. 
Men. Pray you be gone: 
Til try if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little; this muſt be patcht 
With cloth of any colour, 
Com. Come away, [Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius. 
1 Sen. This man has marr'd his fortune. 
Mer, His nature is too noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Nptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for's power to thunder: his heart's his mouth: 
That his breaſt forges, thas his tongue mult vent; 
And being angry does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. LA noiſe æuithin. 
Here's goodly work, 
2 Sen. I would they were a-bed. 
Mex. I would they were in Tyber, What the vengeance, 
Could he not ſpeak 'em fair ? 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again. 
Sic. Where is this viper, | 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man hiraſelf ? 
Men, Your worthy 'T'ribunes—— 
Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath reſiſted law, 
And therefore law ſhall ſcorn him further tryal 
Than the ſeverity of publick power, 
Which he fo ſets at nought. 
1 Cit. He ſhill well know the noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 
All. He, ſhall be ſure on't. 
Men. Sir, sir. 
Sic. Peace. 
en. Do not cry havock, where you ſnould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. 
Sic. Sir, how comes it you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 
Menu. Hear me ſpeak ; | 
As I do know the Conſul's ks. 80 
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| So can I name his faults 
| Sic. Conſul ! what Conſul! 
[ Men. The Conſul Coriolanus. 
| Bru. He Conſul ! 
| All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the Tribunes leave, and yours, good people, 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two, 


The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. | 


Sic. Speak briefly then, 

For we are peremptory to diſpatch 

This viperous traitor ; to eject him hence 

Were but one danger, and to keep him here 

Qur certain death ; therefore it is decreed 

He' dies to-night. 
Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 

Tow'rds her deſerving children, is entoll'd 

In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 

Should now eat up her own. 
Sic. He's a diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 8 
Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe; 

Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſie. 

What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loſt 

(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 

By many an ounce) he dropt it for his country : 

And. what is left, to loſe it by his country, 

Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 

A brand to th' end o'th' world. 
Sic. This is clean wrong. 

ö Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love his country 

| It honour'd him. | 

| Men. The ſervice of the foot; 

Being once gangreen'd, it is not then reſpected 

For what before it was 
Bru. We'll hear no more. 

Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence, 

Leit his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word : 

This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 

The harm of unskann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 


Tye . 
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Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceſs, 
Leſt parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If *twere fo 

Sic. What do ye talk? 
Have we not had a taſte of his obedience? 
Our adiles ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come 

Men. Confider this; he hath been bred i'th' wars 
Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill-ſchool'd 

In boulted language, meal and bran together 

He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 
In peace, to his utmoſt peril. 

1 Sen. Noble Tribunes, 

It is the human way: the other courſe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the peoples officer. 
Maſters, Jay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the forum ; we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 

Men. PII bring him to you. 

Let me defire your company ; he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 


1 Sex, Pray let's to him. [ Exeunt. — 


Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 
Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, preſent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down ſtretch 
Below the beam of fight, yet will I till 
Be thus to them. 
Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. You do the nobler. 
Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont : 
To call. them woollen vaſſals, things created 
To buy and fell with groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In congregations, yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
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When one but of my ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of peace, or war; (I talk of you) 
Why did you wiſh me milder? wou'd you have me 
Falſe to my nature? rather ſay, I play 
The man I am. 
l. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Be/ore you had worn it out. 
Cor. Let's go. 
Vol. You might have been enough the man you are. 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſter had been 
The things that thwart your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how ye were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. | 
Cor. Let them hang. 
Jol. Ay, and burn too. 
Enter Menenius with the Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome- 
thing too rough : 
You muſt return, and mend it. 
Ser. There's no remedy, 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good city 
Clcave in the midſt, and perth. | 
Jol. Pray be counſelb'd; 
T have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my uſe of anger 
To better vantage. 
Men. Well ſaid, noble woman: 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' heart, but that 
The violent fit o'th* times craves it as phyſick 
For the whole ſtate, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. | 
Cor. What muſt I do? 
Men. Return to th' Tribunes, 
Ccr. Well, what then? What then? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke, 
Cor. For them ? I cannot do it for the Gods, 
Mult I then do't to them? 
Vol. You are too ablolute, 
Tho? therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities ſpeak. I've heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, 
Pth war do grow together: grant that, and tell me 


In 
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In peace, what each of them by th' other loſes, 
J hat they combine not there ? 

Cor. Tuſh, tuſh — 

Men A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to ſeem 
The fame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You call your policy: how is't leſs or worſe 
'That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 
With honour, as in war, fince that to both 
It ſtand in like requeſt. 

Cor. Why force you this ? | 

Vol. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to the people: 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with ſuch word3 
But rooted in your tongue; baſtards, and ſyllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your fortune, and 
'The hazard of much blood, 
I would diſſemble with my nature, where 
My tortunes and my friends at ſtake requir'd 
J thould do fo in honour. I'm in this 
Your wife, your ſon: theſe ſenators the nobles, 
And you will rather ſhew our general lowts, 
How you can frown, then ſpend a fawn upon 'em, 
Fur the inheritance of their loves, and ſafeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

en. Noble lady 
Come go with us, {peak fair: you may ſalve fo, 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what 1s paſt. 

Vol. I pr'ythee now, my ſon, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it (here be with them) 
Thy knee buſſing the ones ; for in ſuch buſineſs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
More learned than the ears, waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy ſtout heart 
Now humble as the ripeſt mulberry, _ 
That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 
'Fhou art their ſoldier, and being bred in broils 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to ule, as tlrey to claim, 
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In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou haſt power and perſon. 
Men. This but done, 
Ev'n as ſhe ſpeaks, why all their hearts were yours: 


For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 


Vol. Pr ythee now, 
Go and be rul'd : altho' I know thou'dſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 
Than flatter him in a bower. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. | 
Com. I have been i'th* market-place, and Sir, *tis fit 
You have ſtrong party, or defend your ſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence : all's in anger, 
Men. Only fair ſpeech. 
Com. I think *twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 
Vol. He muſt and will: 
Pr'ythee now ſay you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Muit I go ſhew them my unbarbed ſconce ? 
Muſt my baſe tongue give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it muſt bear? well, I will do't: 
Yet were there but this fingle plot, to loſe 
This mould of Martizs, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th' market- place 
You've put me now to ſuch a part, which never 
þ ſhall diſcharge to th' life. 
Com. Ceme, come, we'll prompt you. : 
Val. Ay, priythee now ſweet ſon, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a ſoldier ; ſo 
To have my praiſe for this, perform a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 
Cor. Well, I muſt do't : 
Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me | 
« Some harlot's ſpirit . my throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
« Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls aſleep ; the ſmiles of knaves 
« 'Tent in my cheeks, and {chool-boys tears take up 
« 'The glaſſes of my fight :. a beggar's tongue 
« Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd — 
l f 
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Which bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 

Tu it hath receiv'd an alms. I will not do't, 
* Leſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 
And by my body's action, teach my mind | 
A molt inherent baſeneſs. 

Vel. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, Jet 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
'Thy dangerous ftoutneſs : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me? 
But own thy pride thy ſelf. . 

Cor. Pray be.content : 
Mother, Pm going to the market-place : 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend, me to my wife. I'Il return Conſul; 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 
J'ch' way of flattery further. 
Vol. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. s 

Cem. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm 

Your ſelf to anſwer mildly : for they're prepar'd 


Wich accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 


Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. Fhe word is, mildly. Pray you let us go. 
Let them accuſe me by invention: 1 
Will anſwer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. : [ Exeurd - 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Brgy. In this point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannic power: if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the ſpoil got on the Autiates 


Was neer diſtributed. What, will he come? 


Enter an Maile. 
Ad. He's coming. 
Bru. How accompanied? 
ad. With old Menenius, and thoſe ſenaters- 
That always favour'd him. 
Sic. Have you a catalogue 
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Set down by th' pol] ? 
Ad. J have; 'tis ready, here. 


Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? 

Ed. J have. 

Sic. Aſſemble preſently the people hither. 
And when they hear me ſay, It ſhall be ſo, 
Pth” right and ftrength o'th* commons; be it either 
For death, for fine, or baniſhment, then let them, 
If I fay fine, cry fine; if death, cry death, 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 
And power i'th' truth o'th' cauſe. 

Ed. J will inform them. 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a din confus'd 
Inforce the preſent execution 
Of what we chance to ſentence. 

a. Very well. | 

Sic Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 

Bru. Go about it. [Exit alle. 
Put him to choler ſtreight : he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be reign'd again to temp'rance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neclx. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, with 

others. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly I do beſecch you. 
Cor. Ay, as an hoſtler, that ſor the pooreſt piece 
Wil bear the knave by th' volume: the honour'd Gods 
Keep Rome in ſaſety, and the chairs of juſtice 
Supply with worthy men, plant love among you 
Through our large temples with the ſhews of peace, 
And not our ſtreet with war. | 

1 Sex. Amen, amen. 

Men- A roble with. 

| Enter the Madile with the Plebeians, 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. 

Ed. Liit to your Tribunes : audience; 
Peace, I fay. 

Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 

Buh Tri. Well, fay : peace, ho, Cor, 
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Cor. Shall I be charg'd no farther than this preſent ? 


Muſt all determine here? 

Sic. I do demand, | 
If you ſubmit you to the peoples voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To {uffer lawſul cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you ? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he ſays he is content: 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhevz 
Like graves i'ch holy church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, ſcars to move 
Laughter only 

Men. Conſider further: 

That when he ſpeaks not like a citizen, 

You find him like a ſoldier; do not take 

His rougher accents for malicious ſounds : 

But, as I tay, ſuch as become a ſoldier, 

Rather than envy, you -— | b 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What 1s the matter, 

That being paſt for Conſul with full voice, 
I'm fo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 

Sic. Anſwer to us. 

Cor. Say then : Tis true, I ovght fo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
From Rome all ſeaſon'd office, and to wind 
Your ſelf unto a power tyrannical, 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ? traitor ? 

Men. Nay, temperately: Your promiſe. 

Cor. The fires i'th' loweſt hell fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune! 

Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers; I would ſay 
Thou lieſt unto thee, with a voice as free, 

As I do pray the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people? . 

All. To th' rock with him. 

Sic. Peace: wy 

Vie need not put new matter to his charge: What 
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What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeal, 


Beating your officers curſing your ſelves, 
Oppoling laws with ſtroaks, and here defying 


Thoſe whoſe great power muſt try him, even this 


So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 
Deſerves th' extreameſt death. 
Bru. But ſince he hath. 

Serv'd well for Rome- 
Cor. What do you prate of ſervice ? 
Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 
Cor. Lou 


ther ? 
Com. Know, I pray you- 
Cor. I'Il know no further: 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, 1 would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one. fair word, 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, good-morrow. 
Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
Envy'd again the people: Seeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at laſt 
Giv'n hoſtile ſtroaks, and that not in the preſence - 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the miniſters 
That do dittribute it, in the name o'th' people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our city 
In peril of . 125A f 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 


To enter our Rome's gates. I'th' people's name, 
I fay it ſhall be ſo. 

Ail. It ſhall be ſo; it ſhall be fo; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 


Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your mo- 


Com. Hear me, my maſters, and my common 


friends 
Sic. He's ſentenc'd: No mere hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak : a 
J have been Conſul, and can ew from Rome, 
Her enemies marks upon me. I do love 


My country's good, with a refpe& more tender, 


More holy, and profound, than mine own Jife, 


My 
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My dear wife's eſtimate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my loins: Then if I would: 
Speak that 
Sic. We know your drift. Speak, what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd 


As enemy to the people, and his country. 
It ſhall be ſo. . 


All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be fo. 
Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath T hate. 
As reek o'th' rotten fenns ; whoſe loves I prize, 
As the dead carkaſſes of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air: I baniſh you. 
And here remain with your uncertainty, 
Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts, 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into deſpair : Have the power ftill 
To baniſh your defenders, till at length, 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels, 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves 
Still your on enemies) deliver you 
As moſt abated captives to ſome nation 
That won you without blows. Deſpiſing then 
Be 2 For you, the city, thus I turn my back. 
M There is a world elſewhere 
| [ Exennt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others, 
[The people ſhout, and throw up their caps. 
ail. The people's enemy is gone, is gone 
All. Our enemy is baniſh'd ; ke is gone Hoo ! hoo? 
Sic. Go ſee him out at gates, and follow him =_ 
As he hath follow'd you; with all deſpight 
Give him deſerv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 
All. Come, come; let's fee him out at the gates; come. 
The Gods preſerve our noble Tribunes; come. [Exe. 
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ACT IV. a 
Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comi- 

nius, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Cor. OM E, leave your tears: A brief farewel : The 
beaſt 


With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother, With 
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Where is your ancient courage? you were us'd 
To fay, extremity was the trier of ſpirits, 
That common chances common men could bear; 
That when the ſea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſkip in floating. Fortune's blows 
When moſt ſtruek home, being gently warded, craves 
A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir. Oh heav'ns! O heav ns ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman 


Vol. Now the red peſtilence ſtrike all trades in None. 


And occupations periſh. 

Cor. What! what! what! 
J ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your husband fo much ſweat. Cominirs, 
Droop not ; adieu : Farewel my wife, my mother, 
II do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
1 hy tears are falter than a young man's 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (ſometime) General, 
I've ſeen thee ern, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpeQacles. Fell theſe ſad women 
"Tis fond to wail inevitable ftroaks, 
As ”tis to laugh at em. Mother, you wot 
My hazards ſtill have been your ſolace ; and 
Believe't not lightly, (tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen :) your ſon 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My firſt fon, 
Where will you go? take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance, 
That ſtarts i'th' way before thee. 

Cor., O the Gods ! 

Cam. I'll follow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſ hear of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 


A cauſe for thy repeal, we ſhall not fend O'er 
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Oer the vaſt world, to ſeek a ſingle man, 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
I'th' abſence of the needer. 
Cor. Fare ye well: 
Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet wife, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch : When I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. ' I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 
Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep. 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven years 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the good Gods 
I'd with thee every foot. | | 
Cor. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Ædile. 
Sic. Bid them all home, he's gone ; and we'll no further, 
Vex'd are the nobles, who we ſee have ſided 


In his behalf. 


Bru. Now we have ſhewn our power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 
Sic. Bid them home. 
Say their great enemy 1s gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Bru. Diſmiſs them home. 
Here comes his mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 
Sic. Let's not meet her. 
Bru. Why ? 
Sic. They fay ſhe's mad. 
Bru. They have ta'en note of us: Keep on your way. 
Vol. Oh, y'are well met: 
The hoarded plague o'th' Gods requite your love. 
Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 
Vol. If that I could for weeping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. Will you be gone? 
Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: I would I had the power 
To ſay fo to my husband. + 
Sic. Are you man-kind? Vol. 
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Fol. Ay, fool: Is that a ſhame ? note but this fool. 
Was not a man my father? hadit thou foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou haſt ſpoken words —— 
Sic. Oh bleſſed heav*ns ! | 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words, 
And for Rome's. good --L'Il tell thee what---yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too —— I would my ſon | 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good ſword. in his hand. 
Sic. What then? 
Virg. What then? he'd make an end of thy poſterity, 
Vol. Baſtards, and all. 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome“ 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he had continued to his country 
As he bagan, and not unknit himſelf 
The noble knot he made. 
Bru. I would he had. 
Vol. I would he had 
| rabble. 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe myſteries which heav'n 
Will not have earth to know, 
Bru. Pray let us go. 
Vol. Now, pray Sir, get you gone. 
You've done a brave deed ; Ere you go, hear this 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo far my ſon, 
This lady's husband here, this (do you fee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay you to be baited. 
With one that wants her wits ? (Ex. Tribunts, 
Vol. Take my prayer with you. 
I wiſh the Gods had nothing elſe to do, 
But to confirm my curſes, Could I meet 'em 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lyes heavy to't. 
Men, You've told them home, | 
And by my troth have cauſe : You'll ſup with me ? 
Vol. Anger's my meat, I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding: Come, let's go, 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, Ig 


'twas you incens'd the 
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Im anger, Fum-like : Come, come, fie, fie. (Exer 
| Enter a Roman and a Volſcian. 
Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 
Vol. It is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 
Rom. I am a Romen, but my ſervices are as you are, 
'| againſt em Know you me yet? 
| 94. Nicanor ? no. 
Rom. The ſame, Sir. | 
Vol. You had more beard when I laſt ſaw you, but 
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome? I have a note from the Volſcian 
ſtate to find you out there. You have well faved me a 
$ day's journey. | 
| Rom. There hath been in Reme ſtrange inſurrecti- 


ons: The people againſt the- ſenators, patricians, and 
nobles. 


Vel. Hath been! is it ended then? our ſtate thinks 
not ſo : They are in a moſt warlike preparation, and 

he hope to come upon them in the heat of their d viſion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive ſo 
to heart the baniſhment of that worthy Cor:o/anus, that 
they are in a ripe aptneſs to take all power from 
the people, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for 
ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almoit 
mature for the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banifh'd ? 

Rom. Baniſh'd, Sir. | 

Vol. Vcu will be welcome with this intelligence, Ni- 

ca uno. ; 

Rom. The day ſerves wel} for them now. I have 

heard it ſaid, the fitteſt time to corrupt a man's wife, 

nes, is when ſhe's fallen out with her husband. Your no- 

ble Tullus Aufidius will appear well in theſe wars, his 

great oppoſer Cor iolauus being now in no requeſt of his 

country. 

Vol. He cannot chuſo. I am moſt fortunate, thus ac- 

cidentally to encounter you. You have ended my buſi- 
neſs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I ſhall between this and ſupper tell you moſt 

ſtrange things from Rome; all tending to the good of 

their adverſaries. Have you an army. ready, ſay you? 


Vol. 
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2%. A moſt royal one. The centurions and their 
charges diſtinctly billetted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on ſoot at an hour's warning. 

Jom. I am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am 
the man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent action. 
So, Sir, heartily well met, and moſt glad of your com- 
pany. | 

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the 
molt cauſe to be glad of yours. | 

Rem. Well, let us go together. [Excunt, 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſguiſed, and muſfied. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. City, 
Tis I that made thy widows : many an heir 
Of theſe fair edifices, for my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not, 
Leſt that thy wives with ſpits, and boys with ſtones, 
In puny battel ſlay me. Save you, Sir, 

Enter à Citaxen. 
Cit. And you. 
Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Au- 
fedius lies: 

Is he in Antium ? 


Cz. He is, and feaſts the nobles of the ſtate, at his 


houſe this night. . 
Cor. Which is his houſe, I beſeech you? 
Cit. This here before you. 
Cor. Thank you, Sir : Farewel. [Exit Citizen, 


Oh world, thy ſlippery turns ! friends now faſt ſworn, 


Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 

Whoſe hours, whoſe bed, whoſe meal and exerciſe 

Are ſtill together: who twine (as *twere in love) 

Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, | 

On a diſſention of a doit, break out 

To bittereſt enmity. So felleſt foes, 

Whoſe paſſions and whoſe plots have broke their ſleep 

To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, ſhall grow dear friends, 

And inter-join their iſſaes. So with me, 

My birth-place have I and my lovers leſt ; 

This enemy's town I'll enter; if he ſlay me, 

He does fair juſtice ; if he gives me way, 

I'll do his country ſervice. [ Exit. 
Mrufick plays. Enter a Seruing- man. 

1 Ser, Wine, wine, wine! what ſervice is here? 1 
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here's no place for you: Pray go to the door. 


ing Coriolanus. 


69 
[ Exit. 


CORTIOLAN us. 


I think our fellows are afleep. 
Enter ancther Serving man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cotus ? my maſter calls for him: Corus, 
Enter Coriolanus. 
Cor. A goodly houſe ; the feaſt en well; 
Appear not like a gueſt. 
Euter the firf Serving-man. 
1 Ser. What would you have, fr icnd ? whence are you ? 
Exit. 
Cor. I have deſerv'd no better entertainment, in be- 


22 
Enter a ſecond Servant. 
2 Ser. When are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes in 
his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch companions ? 
pray get you out. 


but I 


Cor. Away 
2 Ser. Away? —- get you away. 
C or. Now thou'rt troubieſom. 


2 Ser. Are you ſo brave? I'll have you talk'd wich 


anon. 


* . * 


Enter a third Servant. 
3 Ser. What fellow's this? 


Ser. A ſtrange one as ever I look'd on: J cannot get 


The fir meets him, 


him out o'th' houſe : pr'ythee, call my maſter to him. 


3 Ser. What have you to do here, fellow ? pray you 


avoid the houſe. 


Cor. Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your hearth, 
3 Ser What are you ? 


Cor. A gentleman. 
3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 
Cor. True; ſo I am. 


3 Ser, Pray you, poor gentleman, take up ſome other 
Ration, here's no place for you; pray you, avoid: come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on cold bits. 

[ Puſhes him away from him. 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee tell my maſter, 
what a ſtrange gueſt he has here. 

2 Ser. And I ſhall. 

3 Ser. Where dwell'ſt thou? 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

3 Ser, Under the canopy ? 

Cor. Ay.. 

3 Ser. Where's that ? 


3 


E xit fecond ſerving nan. 
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Cor. T'th* city of kites and crows. 
3 Ser. I'th' city of kites and crows ? what an aſs it is! 
then thou dwell'ſt with daws too ? 
Cor. No, I ſerve not thy maſter. 
3 Ser. How, Sir! do you meddle with my maſter ? 
Cor. Ay, 'tis an honeſter ſervice, than to meddle with 
thy miſtreſs: thou prat'ſt, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy 
trencher : hence. [ Beats him away, 
Enter Aufidius, with à ſerving-man. 
Auf. Where is this fellow? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir, I'd have beaten him like a dog, but 
for diſturbing the Jords within. 
Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? what would'ſt thou? thy 
name ? | 
Why ſpeak | not? ſpeak man: what's thy name? 
Cor. If, Tullus, yet thou know'ſt me not, and ſeeing me, 
Doſt not yet take me for the man I am, 
Neceſſity commands me name my ſelf. 
Auf. What is thy name? 
Cor. A name unmuſical to Yol{cian ears, 
And harfh in ſound to thine. | 
Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 
Thou hait a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel: what's thy name ? 


Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'ſt thou me yet ? 


Auf. 1 know thee not; thy name ? 

Cer. My name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
Toe thee particularly, and to all the Volſcians, 
Great hurt and miſchief, thereto witneſs may 
My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 
The extream dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankleſs country, are requited 
But with that ſirname. A good memory, 

And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure 

Which thou could'ſt bear me; only that name remains. 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 

Permitted by our daſtard nobles, who 

Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt; 

And ſuffer'd me by th' voice of ſlaves to be 

Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 

Bath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 
(Miſtake me not} to ſave my life; fer if 
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I had fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world 

I'd have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 

To be full quit of thofe my baniſhers, 

Stand I before thee here : then if thou haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thole maims 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee flra'ght, 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn: ſo uſe it, 


That my revengeful ſervices may prove 


As benefits to thee. For T will fight 
Againſt my canker'd country, with the ſpleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if ſo be 
Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
'Thou'rt tir'd ; then in a word Ialſoam 
Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaft, 
And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 
It be to do thee ſervice. 

Auf. Oh, Martius, Martius, 


Fach word thow'lt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 


A root of ancient envy. If Fuptiter 

Should from yon cloud ſpeak to me things divine, 
And ſay, 'tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againſt 

My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters : here I clip 
The anvilof my ſword, and do conteſt 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 

Contend againſt thy vatour. Know thou firſt, 

I lov'd the maid I married; never man 

Sigh'd truer breath: but, that I ſee thee here, 
Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I firit my wedded miſtreſs faw 
Beſtride my threſhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell tee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew tky target from thy brawn, 
Or oſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 


Dream't 
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Pream't of encounters 'twixt thy ſelf and me: 
de have been down together in my ſleep, 
Unbuckling helms, ſiſting each other's throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marius 
Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banith'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy ; and pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O come, go in, 
And take our friendly Senators by th' hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your territories, 
Though not for Rome it {elf. 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods 

Auf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
One half of my commiſſion, and ſet down, 

As beſt thou art exper ienc'd, ſince thou know'ſt 

Thy country's ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own way; 

Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come, come in, 

Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe that ſhall . 

Say yea to thy deſires. A thouſand welcomes, 

And more a friend, than e'er an enemy: 

Yet, Martius, that was much. Your hand; moſt wel. 
come. [Exeunt. 

Enter two Servants. 

1 Ser, Here's a ſtrange alteration. 

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken 
him with a crudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his 
clothes made a falſe report of him. 

1 Ser. What an arm he has! he turn'd me about with 
his finger and his thumb, as one would ſet up a top. 

2 Ser. Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome- 
thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought, 
I cannot tell how to term wit. 

1 Ser. He had ſo: Looking, as it were—would 1 
were hanged but I thought there was more in him than 
I could think. 

2 Ser. So did I, I'll be ſworn: He is ſimply the ra- 
reſt man i'th' world, 


1 Ser. I think he is; but a greater ſoldier than he, 


you Wot one, | 2 Ser, 
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2 Ser, Who, my maſter? 

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Scr. Worth fix on him. | 

1 Ser. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be the 
greater ſoldicr. 

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tel! how to ſay 
that; for the defence of a town, cur general is excel- 
lent. 

1 Ser, Ay, and for an aſlault too. 

Enter a third Sesvant. | 

3 Ser. Oh ſlaves, I can tell you news; news, you 
raſcals. | 
_ Þoth, What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations; TI 
had as lieve be a condemn'd man. 

Doth. Whereiore ? Wherefore ? 

3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our 
General, Caius Martius. | 

1 Ser, Why do you ſay, thwack our General? 

3 Ser. I do not ſay thwack our General, but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends ; he wasever 
too hard for bim, I have heard him fay fo himſelf. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
troth on't : Before Corioli, he ſcotcht him and notcht him 
like a carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broib'd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more of thy news. | 

3 Ser. Why he is ſo made on here within, as if he were 
ion and heir to Mars: Set at upper end o'th' table; 
no queſtion ask d him by any ef the Senators, but they 


Rand bald. before him. Our General himſelf makes a 


miſtreſs of him, ſanctifies himfelf with's hands, and 
turns up the White o'th' eye to his diſcourſe. But the 
bottom of the news is, our General is cut Pte mid- 
dle, and but one half of what he was yeſterday, For 
the other has half, by the intreaty ard grant of the 
whole table. He'll go, he ys, and fowle the porter 
of Rome gates by th' ears. He will mow down all be- 


tore him, and leave his paſſage poll'd. 


2 Ser. And he's as like to de't as any man I can 
imagine, 
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3 Ser. Do't! he will do't: for look you, Sir, he has 


as many flends as enemies; which friends, Sir, as it 
were, dure nt Goo you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we 
term it) li friends, whilſt he's in directitude. 

1 Sex DircEitude! what's that? 

3 % Put when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his creſt up = 
gain, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur 
roughs (like conies aſter rain) and at all with him. 

1 Ser But when goes this forward? 

3 Ser. 'To-morrow, to-day, preſently, you ſtall have 
the drum ſtruck vp this afternoon : Tis as it were a To 
ce] of their feaſt, and to be executed ere they w. 
their lips. | 

2 Ser. Why then we ſhall have a ſtirring world a- | 
gain : This peace is worth nothing, but to ruit iron, en- 


1 Ser. Let me have war, ſay I, it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night, it's ſprightly, waking, audible, |} 
and full of vent. Peace is à very apoplexy, lethargy, 
mull'd, deaf, ſleepy, inſenſible, a getter of more baſtard 
children than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

2 Ser. Tis fo, and as war in ſome fort may be ſaid | 
to be a raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
gear maker of cuckolds. 3 

i Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one ano- 
ther: The wars for my mony. I hope to fee Romans, 
as cheap as Holſcians. 

They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, in, in, in. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic, We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His remedies are tame: The preſent peace 
And quietneſs of the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here we make his friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, beheld 5 
Diſfentiob, numbers peſtring ſtreets, than ſee 
Our tredeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menemus ? 

Sic. Lis, he, 'tis he: O he is grown moſt kind of 
ate, Hail, Sir. Med. 
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Men. Hail te you both. | 

Sic. Your Corio/anus is not much miſs'd, but with his 
friends ; the commonwealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporiz'd. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing : 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him, 

Enter three or four Citizens, 

All. The Gods preſerve you both. 

Sic. Good-e'en, neighbours. 

Bru. Good. e'en to you all, good e'en to you al, 

1 Cit, Our ſelves, our wives, and children, on our 

knees 

Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic, Live and thrive. 

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : 
We wiſk'd Coriolanus had lov'd you, as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keep you. | 

Both Tri. Farewel, farewel, ſ[Exe. Citizens, 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when theſe fellows ran about the itreets, 
Crying confuſion. 

Bru. Caius Martius was 
A worthy officer Yth* war, but inſolent, 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious paſt all thinking, 
Selt-loving. 

Sic. And affecting one ſole throne, without aſliſtance. 

Men. Nay, I think not ſo. 

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it ſo. | 

Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Roe 
Sits fate and ſtill without him. 

Enter A'dile, 

adile Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Yo//czans with two ſeveral powers 


Are entred in the Roman territories, 


And with the deepeſt malice of the war 
Dettruz what lies before 'em. 

Men. "Tis Aufidius, | 
Who hearing of our Martius baniſhment, 
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Thruſts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were in-thelPd, when Da tizs Rood flor Rome, 
And durf not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Martins? 

Bru. Go ſee this rumourer Whipt. It cannot be, 
The Polſcians dare break with us! 
| Rn Cannot be ! 

e have record that very well it can, 

An three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
Lett you ſhall chance to Whip your information, 
And beat the meſſenger, who bids beware 
Ot what is to be dreaded, 

Sic. Tell not me: 
I know this cannot be. 

Bru, Net poflible 

Enter a Manor. 

Me. The nobles in great carneitneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe; ſome news is come 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. Tis this ſlave: 
Go whip him fore the people eyes: His raiſing! 
Nothing but his report! 

Meſ. Ves, worthy Sir, 
The ſlave's report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful? 

Mef. It is ipoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Martius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power *gainit Rome, 
And vows revenge as ſpacious, as between 
The young'it and oldeſt thing. 

Sic. This is moſt likely. 

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Martius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Aufidius can no more be one 
Than viglentelt contrariety. 285 

Enter Meſſenger. | 

Me/. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caias Martjizs, 
Aſlociated with dufidins, rages. Upon 
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Upon our territories, and have already 
O'er- born their way, conſum'd with fire, and took 
WV hat lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 
Com. Oh, you have made good work. 
Men. What news? what news? 
Cem. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, and 
Jo melt the city leads upon your pates, 
Jo tee your wives diſhonour'd to your noſes. 
Men. What's the news? what's their news? 
Com. Your-temples burned in their cement, and 
Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, contin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 
Men. Pray now the news? 
You've made fair work, I fear me: Pray, your news? 
If Martius ſhould be joy ned with the Yol/crars, 
Com. If? he is their God, he leads them like a thing, 
Made by ſome other deity than nature, 
That ſhapes man better; and they follow him 
Againſt us brats, with no leſs confidence, he 
Than boys purſuing ſummer butter-flies, LIEN 
Or butchers killing flies, * 
Men. You've made good work, SO 
You and your apron-men ; that ſtood ſo muck 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
Ihe breath of garlick-eaters. | 
Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 
Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mellow fruit: 
You have made fair work 
Bru, But is this true, Sir? 
Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do ſmilingly revolt, and who reſiſts 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant fools: Who is't can bleme him? 
Your enemies and his find ſomething in him. | 
Men. We're all undone, unleſs 
The noble man have mercy. : 
Com. Who ſhall ask it? 
The Tribunes cannot do't for ſhame ; the people 
Deferve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the ſhepherds: His belt friends, if they 


Shou'd ſay, be good to Rome, they charge him even 
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As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 1 855 
And therein ſhew'd like enemies. 


Men, Tis true. g 
Tf he ere putting to my houſe the brand "0 
That would conſume it, J have not the face 4 
To fay, beſeech you ceaſe. You've made fair hands, | 
You and your crafts! you've crafted fair ! 2 | 

Co You've brought | 


A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapable o help. | 
Tri, Say not we brought it. | 
Alen. How ? was it we? we lov'd him; but, like beaſts 
And cowards nobles, give way to your cluſters, |... 
ho did hoot him out o "tr city, | 

Com. Put I fear 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidins, 
he ſecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer: deſperation, | : 
Is al! the policy, ſtrength, and defence 1 
That Rexe can make againſt them. 
| Enter-a Trocp of C1/7Rens, 

Aer. Here come the cluſters. 
In id is dub us With him? You are they 
"hat made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
our itinking, greafie caps, in hooting at 
Coriclanus's Exile. Now he's coming, 

And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head 
Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Iis no matter, 
it he frould burn us all into one coal, 
We have deſerved it. 
Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news. 
1 C:. For mine own part, 
When I faid baniſh him, 1 ſaid was pity. 

2 Cie. And ſo did J. 

3 C:iz. And ſo did I; and to fay the truth, ſo did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt: and tho? 
we willingly conſented to his baniſhment, yet it was a- 

ainit cur will. 

Con. Ware goodly things; you voices! —— 

Men. You have made you good work, 
Vou and your cry, Shall's to the Capital? 
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Com. Oh, ay, what elſe? [ Excuzt, : 
Sic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd 6 
Theſe are a ſide, that would be glad to have i 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 5 


And ſhew no i:gn of fear. | 

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: come, maſters, let's 
home. I ever ſaid we were th? wrong, when we baniſfo'd 
him. 

Ces. So did we all; but come, let's home. [Ex. Cit. 

Bum. Ido not like this news. | 
Sic. Nor I. | 
Bu. vet's to the Capitol; would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie. 
HSCic. Fray let us So. [Exeunt Tribunes, | 
Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 4 

Auf. Do they ſtill flie to th' Raman! 

Lieu, I do not know what witchcraft's in him; but 
Your ſoldiers ule him as the grace *fore meat, . 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end: 
And you are darken'd in this action, Sir, | 
Even by your own. 

Auf. J cannot help it now. 

Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot | 
Of our deſign. He bears himfelf more proudly f 
Even to my perſon, than I thought he would | 
When frit I did embrace him. Yet his, nature 
In that's no changling, and I muit excuſe 
What cannot be amended, 
Lieu. Vet I wiſh, Sir, 
(1 mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in commiſſion with him; but had born 
The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him 
Had left it ſolely. 

Auf. J underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure, 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not, 
hat I can urge againſt him; though it ſeems, 
And fo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 
To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And ſhews good husbandry for the Volſcian ſtate, |. 
Rights dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon = 
As draw his ſword : yet he hath left undone | 
That which ſhall break his neck, or hazard mine, 

Whene'er we come to our account. 
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Licu. Sir, I beſeech, think you he'll carry Nome? 
nf. All places yield to him ere he fits down, 
And the nobility of Rome are his: 
The Senators and Patricians love him too: 
The Pribunes are no ſoldiers; and their people 
Vill be as raſh in the repcal, as haſty 
To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome 
As is the Aſpray to the fiſh, who takes it 
By ſovereignty of nature. Firſt, he was 
A noble ſervant to them, but he could not 
Carry his honour even ; whether pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
Ihe happy man; whether defect of judgment, 
o fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe chanc*, 
\Whereof he was the lord; or whether nature, 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From th' cask to th' cuſhion, but cc manding peace 
Even with the ſame auſterity and garb, 
As he control!''d the war. But one of theſe, 
(As he hath ſpices of them al!) not all, 
For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and ſo baniſh'd; but he has merit 
To choak it in the utt'rance: ſo our virtues 
Lye in th' interpretation of the time; 
And power, unto it ſe!f moſt commendable, 
Hath not a tomb ſo evident as a chair 
T'extol what it hath done. 
One he drives out one fire; one nail, one nail; a 
Right's by right fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do fail. 
Come, let's away; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou'rt poor'ſt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. 


[Exenunt, 
SRV En ed NE EL e 
UCC EC UII IN EE SEEN. 


. 
Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with others. 
Men. N I'll not go: you hear what he haith ſaid, 


% Which was ſometime his General; who lov'd 
In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me, father; [him 
Put what &that ? go you that baniſh'd him, 
A mile before his tent, fall own, and knee 
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd To 
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To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home. 
Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Menu. Do you hear? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
T urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus, 
He would not anſwer to ; forbad all names, 
He was a kind of nothing, titleleſs, 
Till he had forg'd himſelf a name o'th' fire 
Of burning Nome. 
Menu. Why, ſo; you've made good work: 
A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coats cheap: a noble memory ! | 
Com. I minded him, how royal *was to pardon | 
When it was leaſt expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a ſlate 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
Men. Very Well, could he ſay eſs ? 
Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For's private friends. His anſwer to me was, 
He could not itay to pick them, in a pile 
Of notiom muſty chaff. He ſaid, *twas folly, 
For one poor gram or two, to leave unburnt, 
And ſtill to noie th' cfience. 
Men. For one poor grain or two? 
I'm one of thoſe: his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains; 
You are the muity chaff, and you are melt 
Above the moon. We muſt be burnt ſer you. 
Sic. Nay, pray be patient: if you refuſe your aid 
In this ſo-never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. But ſure if you 
Would be your country's pieader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, 
Might itop our country-man. 
Men. No: I'll not meddle, 
Sic. Pray you go to him. 
Men. What ſhou'd I do? 
Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do 
For Rome, tow'rds Martius. 
Men. Well, and ſay that Martius 
Return me, as Cominius is return'd, 
Unheard : what then ? L 
But as a diſcontented friend, grief ſhot = With 
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With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſo? 
Sic. Vet your good will 
Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 
Men. I' undertake it: 
J think he'll hear me. Vet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt 
T'o give or to forgive; but when we've ſtuff'd 
'Thele pipes, and theſe conveyances of blood 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls | 
Than in our prieſt-like faſts : therefore I'll watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 
Hru. You know the very road into his kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe your way. 
Men. Good faith, I'Il prove him, a 


Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 


Of my ſucceſs. [ Exit. 
Com. He'll never hear him. 
Sic. Not? Dr 


Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as *rwould burn Ree : and his injury - | 
The goaler to his pity. TI kneePd before him, 
*T'was very faintly he ſaid, riſe : diſmiſs'd me 
Thus with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing aſter ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother 
And wife (who as I hear) mean to ſollicit him 
For mercy to his country : therefore hence, 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Menenius to the watch or guard. 
1 Watch, Stay: whence are you? 
2 Watch. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leave 
I am an officer of ſtate, and come | 
To ſpeak with Coriolanus. 
1 Watch. Whence? 
Men. From Rome. 


1 Watch. You may not paſs, you muſt return,our General 
Will no more hear from thence, 2 Watch, 
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2 Watch, You'll ſee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
You'll ſpeak with Cor:9/ants. 
Men. Good, my friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears; it is Menenius. 
1 Watch, Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your name 
Is not here paſſable. 
Men. I tell thee, fellow, 
Thy General is my lover: I have been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
His fame unparalell'd happily ainplified : | 
For I l. ve ever v+:ithed my friends, 
(Of whoiu he's chi) with all the ſize that verity 
Weuid without lapſing ſuffer : nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground 
I've tumbled paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the leaſing. Iherefore, fellow, 


J muſt have leave to paſs. 


Match. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have vtter'd words in your own, you 
ſhould not paſs here: no, though it were as virtuous to 
lie, as to live chaſtly. Thereſore go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Meneni- 
, always factionary of the party of your General. 

2 Watch. Howſoever you have been his liar, as you 
ſay you have; I am one that, telling true under him, 
mult ſay you cannot paſs. Therefore go back. 

Men. Has he diwd, canſt thou tell? for I would not 
ſpeak with him till after dinner. 

1 Watch. You are a Roman, are you? 

Zn. i am as thy General is. 

1 Watch. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, wen you have pufl'd out of your gates the 
very defender of them, and in a violent popular ig- 
norance, given your enemy your ſhield, think to front. 
his revenges with the eaſie groans of old women, the 
virgina! palms of your daughters, or with the palſied 
interceſſion of of ſuch a decay'd dotard as you ſeem to 
be? can you think to blow out the intended fire your 
city is ready to flame in, with ſuch weak breath as 
this? no, you are deceiv'd; therefore back to Je, 
and prepare for your execution: you are condeun'd, 
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our General his {worn you out of reprieve and par. 
don. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would uſe me with eſtimation. 

i Watch, Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean thy General. 

1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I 
fay, go; leſt I let forth your half pint of Blocd. Back, 
that's the utmoſt of your having, back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus «vith Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter ? 

Men. Now you champion, I'Il ſay an errand for you , 
you ſhall know now thac J am in eſtimation ; vou ſhall 
perceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me from my 
ton Coriolanus; guels but my entertainment with him ; 
if thou ſtand'ſt not i'th' ſtate of hanging, or of ſome 
death more long in ſpectatorſnip, and cruel!er in ſuffer. 
ing, behold now preſently, ard ſwoon for what's to 
come upon thee.———The gloriors Gods fit in hourly 
ſynod atout thy particular protperity, and love thee no 
worſe than thy old father Menerius does. Oh, my lon, 
my {on} thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here's 
water to quench it. I was hardly mov'd to come to 
thee ; but being aſſured none but my {ſelf could move 
tace, I have been blown our of our gates with fighs, 
an1 conjure thee to pardon Rome, and tiy petitionary 
countryinen. The good Gads afſwage thy wrath, and 
turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here; this, who 
like a block hath denied my acce!s to thee 

Gor. s 

Men. How, away? 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not, My affairs 
Are ſervented to others; Though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiſf non lyes 
In Folſcian breaſts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forget fulneſs ſhall poiſon, rather 
＋ han pity : not how much——- therefore be gone, 
Mine ears againſt your ſuits are ſtronger than 
Your gates againſt my force. Yet for I loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 

(Gives im a Letter, 
And would have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 


1 will not hear thee ſpeak, This man, 4#fdius, Was 
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Was my belov'd in Rome ; yet thou behold'ſt 
Auf. You keep a conſtant temper. (Exe. 
Manent the Guard and Menenius. 
1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius? 
2 Watch, Tis ſpell you ſee of much power: You 
know the way home again, 
Hatch. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping 
your greatneſs back ? 
2 Watch. What canſe do you think I have to ſwoon ? 
Men. I neither care for th' world, nor your Gene- 
ral: For ſuch things as you I can ſcarce think there's 
any, y'are ſo ſlight, He that hath a will to die by 
himſelf, fears it not from ancther: Let your General 
do his wort, For you, be what ycu are long; and 
your miſery enereaſe with your age. I ſay to you, as 
I was ſaid to, Away. [ Exits 
aich. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 
2 Wath, The worthy feilow is our General. He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind-maken [Ex. Watch. 
Re-enter Coriolanus aud Autdius, 
Cor. We will beſore the walls of None to-morrow 
Set down our hoſt. My partner in this action, 
You mult report to th' Pelton iords how plainly 
I've born this buiivels. 
Auf. Only their ends you have reſpected; ſtopt 
Your ears againſt the general ſuit of Rowe : 
Never admitted private whiſper, no 
Not with ſuch friends that thought them ſure of you, 
Cor. This laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the meaſure of a father: 
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateſt reft ge, 
Was to {end him: For whotz c love, I hebe 
tlho' I ſhew'd ſow'rly to him) once more offer's + 
'The firſt conditions, which they did refuſe, 
And cannot new accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: a very little 
I've yielded to. Freſh embaſie, and ſuits, 
Nor for the ſtate, nor private friends hereafter 
Will J lend ear to.—Ha ! what ſhout is this ? 
[ Shout within, | 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow _ 3 
In the ſame time tis made ? I Will not.. 14 
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Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, with 
Attendants. 
My wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grand-child to her blood. But, out affection! 
All bond and privilege of nature break; 
Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. 
What is that curt'ſie worth? or thoſe dove's eyes, 
Which can make Gods forſworn ? I melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger earth than others: My mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod ; and my young boy 
Hath an aſpe& of interceflion, which 
Great nature cries, deny not. Let the Volſciaus 
Plough Rome, and harrow 7taly; I'll never 
Be ſuch a goſling to obey inftin& : But ſtand 
As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. 
Virg. My lord and husband! 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. The ſorrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think 10. 
Cor. Like a dull actor now, 


TIT have forgot my part, and I am out, 


Even to a full diigrace. Belt of my fleſh, 

Forgive my tyranny, but do not ſay, 

For that, forgive dur Romans.— O a kiſs 

Long as my exile, iweet as my revenge! 

Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that Kiſs 

J carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 

Hath virgin'd it e'cr ſince. You Gods! I prate, 

And the moſt noble mother of the world 

Leave unſaluted : Sink my knee i'th' earth; [ Kneels, 

Of the deep duty more impreſſion ſhew - 

Than that of common ſons, 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt ! 

Whilſt with no ſoſter cuſhion than the flint 

I kneel before thee, and unproperly 

Shew duty as miſtaken all'the white, [ Kneels, 

Between the child and parent, | 
Cor. What is this ? 

Your knees to me? to your corrected ſon ? 

Then let the pebbles on the hungry breach 

Fillop the Rars ; Then, let the mutinous winds Strike 
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Strike the proud Cedars gainſt the fiery ſun : 
Murd'ring impoſſibility to make 
What cannot be ſlight work. 
Vol. Thou art my warrior, 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 
Cor. The noble ſiſter of Pop/ico/a : 
The moon of Rome, chaſte as the iſicle, 

That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Dian's temple: Dear Valeria 
Vol. This is a poor epitome ef yours, 

[ Shewing young Martius. 
Which by th' interpretation of full time, 
May ſhew like all your ſelf. 
Cor. The God of ſoldiers, 
With the conſent of ſupream Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove 
To ſhame unvulnerable, and ſtick i'th' wars 
Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
And faving thoſe that eye thee. 
Vol. Your knee, firrah. 
Cor. That's my brave boy. f 
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and my ſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. 
Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 
Or if you'd ask, remember this before; 
The thing I have forſworn fo grant, may never 
Be held by your denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics. 'Tell me not 
Wherein I ſeem unnatnral : Defire not 
Teallay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reaſons. 
Vol. Oh, no more; no more: 
You've ſaid you will not grant us any thing: 
For we have nothing elſe to ask, but that : 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask, 
That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardneſs ; thercfore hear us, 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for wel] 
Hear nought ſrom Rome in private. — Vour requeſt ? 
Vel. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our raiment 
And ſtate of bodies would bewray what life 
We've lead ſince thy exile. Think with thy ſelf, 
How more unfort'nate than all living women Are 
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Are we come hither ; ſince thy ſight, which ſhould 
Make our hearts low with joy, hearts dance with com- 
forts, 

Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſorrow ; 

Making the mother, wife, and child to ſee, 

The 1on, the husband, and the father tearing 

His country's bowels out: And to poor we, 

Thine enmity's moſt capital; thou barr'ſt us 

Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 

'That all but we enfoy. For how can we, 

Alas! how can we, for our country pray, 

Whereto we're bound: together with thy victory, 

Whereto we're bound? Alack, or we muſt loſe 

The country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 

Our comfort in the country. We mult find 

Ar. eminent calamity, tho' we had 

Our wiſh, which five ſhon'd win. For either thou 

N4 ul, as a foreign recreant, be led | 

With r::nacles along our ſtreets, or elſe 

Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 

And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed . 

Thy wife and childrens blood. For my ſelf, ſon, 

J purpoſe not to wait on fortune, ' till 

Theſe wars determine: If I can't perſwade thee 

Rather to ſkew a noble grace to both parts, 

Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 

March to aſſault thy country, than to tread 

(Trust to't, thou thalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
bat brought thee te this world. 

Vir. Av, and mine too, 
That brought you forth this boy, 10 keep your name 
Living to time 

Bey. He ſhall not tread on me: 
Fil run away till I'm bigger, but then JI fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
| Requ res no child nor woman's face to tee; : | 
I've ſat too long. 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: | 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend | 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volſcians whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poyſonous of your honour. No ; our ſuit | | 
Js that you reconcile them: While the J olſcians | 
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"ty ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd ; and each in either ſide 
Give thce all hail to thee, and cry, be bleſt 
For making up this peace. Thou know'ſt, great ſon, 
The end «x war's uncertain; but this certain, 
hat if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with curſes, 
M hoſe chronicle thus writ, the man was noble 
But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out, 
« Deitroy'd his country, and his name remains 
« To th' enſuing age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, ſon: 
Thou haſt affected the firſt ſtrains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the Gods, 
Jo tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'th' air, 
And yet to change thy ſulphur with a bolt, 
That ſhould but rive an oak. Why doſt not ſpeak ? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, ſpeak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy, 
Perhaps thy childiſhneſs will move him more 
Than can our reaſons. 'There's no man in the world 
More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i'th' flocks. Thou'ſt never in thy life 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſie; 
When ſhe (poor hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home 8 
Loaden with honour. Say my requeſts unjuſt, 
And ſpurn me back: But if it be not ſo, 
Thou art not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reſtrain'ſt from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. He turns away: 
Down ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 
To his fir-name Coriolanus ?longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down; and end, 
This is the laſt. So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours : Nay, behold us, 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength 
Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us ge: 
This fellow had a Volſcian to his mother: 
His wife is in Cor:o//, and his child 
Like him by chance; yet give us our diſpatch : I'm | 


30 CoRIOLAN Us. 


I'm huſht until our city be afire, 
And then I'll ſpeak a little. 

Cor. Mother, mother! [| Holds her by the hands, ſilent, 
What have you done? behold, the heav'ns do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother! oh! 
You've won a happy victory to Rome: 
But for your ſon, believe it, oh believe it, 
Moſt dang'rouſly you have with him prevail'd, 
If not moſt mortal to him. Let it come 
Auffdius, though I cannot make true wars, 
JI frame convenient peace. Now, good 4ufidins, 
Were you in my ſtead, ſey, would you have heard 
A mother leſs ? or granted leſs, 4ufidius ? 

Auf. I too was mov'd, 

Cor, I dare be ſworn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to ſweet compaſſion. But, good Sir, 
What peace you'll make, adviſe me: For my part, 
PII not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O mother! wife! 

Auf. I'm glad thou'ſt ſet thy mercy and thy honour 
At difference in thee; out of that I'll work 


My ſelf a former fortune. [ Jae. 
Cor. Ay, by and by ; but we will drink together ; 
And you ſhall bear [To Vol. Virg. &c, 


A better witneſs back than words, which we 

On like conditions will have counter-ſeal'd. 

Come, enter with us : Ladies, you deſerve 

To have a temple built you: all the ſwords 

In Tah, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace, FE xeunt\ 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius, + 

Men. See you yond coin o'th* capitol, yond corner 

ſtone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that ? 

Men. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, 
eſpecially his mother, may prevail with him. But I 
ſay there is no hope in't, our throats are ſentenc'd, and 
ſtay upon execution. | 

Sic. Is't poſſible that ſo ſhort a time can alter the con- 
dition of a man ? 


Men, 
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Men. There is difference between a grub and a butter- 


fly, yet your butterfly was a grub; this Martius is grown 


from man to dragon: he has wings, he's more than a 
creeping thing. | 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight years old horſe. The tart- 
neſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. When he walks, he 
moves like an engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 
treading. He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye: talks 
like a knell, and his hum is a battery, He fits in his ſtate 
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is 
Huiſh'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god, 
but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. J paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother ſhall bring from him ; there is no more mercy 
in him, than there is milk in a male tyger; that ſhall 
our poor city find; and all this is long of you. 

Sic. The Gods be good unto us. 

Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be good unto 
2s. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpected not them: and 
he returning to break our necks, they reſpect not us. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 


 - ef. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houſe ; 


The Plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 
And hale him up and down, all ſwearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not confort home, 
They'll give him death by inches. 
' Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sie. What's the news ? 
Me/. Good news, good news, the ladies have prevail'd, 
The Volſcians are diſlodg'd, and Martius gone: 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' Expulſion of the Targuins, 
Sic. Friend, 
Art certain this is true? is it moſt certain? 
Meſ. As certain as I know the ſun is fire: 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an arch ſo hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you; 


¶Tumpeti, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together. 
The 
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Ie trumpets, ſackbuts, pſalteries and fifes, 
| Tabors and cymbals, and the ſhouting Romans 
Fils ke the ſun dance. Hark you. [A. ſoot dithiu. 
| Mau. This is good news: | 
| JT will go meet the ladies. This Folumma 
Is worth of conſuls, ſenators, patricians, 
A city ſull: of tribunes, {ach as you, 
A ſea and land full. You've pray'd well e : 
This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats | 
I'd not have given a doit, Hark how they; Too, 
[ Sound ſtill with the ſhouts. 
Sic. Firſt, the Gods bleſs you for your tidings : next 
Accept my thankfulneſs. 
Mef. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks. 
Sec. They're near the c: iy? 
Ie Almoſt at point to enter. 
dio. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [ Exeunt. 
Enter two ſenators with ladies paſſing over the ſiege, 
with other lords. 
Ser. Behold our patronneſs, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praiſe the Cods, 
And make triumphant fires : ſtrew flowers before them: 
Unſhout the noiſe that baniſh'd Martius; 
| Repeal him with the welcome of his mother: 
Cry, welcome ladies, welcome. | 
All. Welcome ladies, welcome. [Excunt, 
[4 flouriſh with drums and trumpets. 
Euter Tullus Aufidius, evith Attendants. 
Auf. Go tell the lords o'th' city, I am here : 
Deliver them this paper: having re it, 
Bid them repair to th? market-place, where I, 
Even in theirs, and in the common ears, 
W1ll vouch the truth of it. He I accuſe 
* The city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 
Enter three or four Conſpirators of Aufidius's faction. 
"Moſt welcome. 
1 Cen. How is it with our General? 
Auf. Even lo, 
As with a man by his own alms impoyſon'd, 
And with his charity ſlain. 
2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, 
If you do hold the ſame intent, wherein You 
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You wiſh'd us parties: we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, 1 cannot tell, 
We malt proceed as we dz find the people. 

3 Con. Ihe people will remain uncertain, Whilſt 
»J'wixt you there's difference; but the fall of eitner 
Makes the ſurv:vor heir of all. 

uf. | know it; 

And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 

A good conſtruction. TI rais'd him, and pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth; who being ſo heighten'd, 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Sedueing ſo my friends; and to this end, 

le bow'd his nature, never known before, 

. Mit to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 
When ke did ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of looping 

Auf, That I would have ſpoke of: 

Being bani{t'd for't, he came unto my hearth, 
Preſented to my kniſe his throat; I tœok him, 
Made him joint ſervant with me; gave him way 
In all his own deſires; nay, let him chuſe 

ON of my files, his projects to accomplith, 

My belt and freſheſt men; ſerv'd his deſignments 
In mine own perſon ; help'd to reap the fame 
Which he did make all his; and took ſome pride 
To do my ſelf this Wrong; till at the laſt, 
 teem'd his follower, not partner; and 

He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 

1 had been mercenary. 

*1 Con. So he did, my lord: | 
The army marvell'd at it, and at laſt 

When he had carried Rome, and that we loolz'd 
For no leſs ſpoil, than glory = 

Auf. There was it; 

For which my finews mal! be Rretch'd upon him: 
At a few drops of womens rheyim, which are 
As cheap as lies, he ſold the blood and labour 
Of our great action; therefore ſhall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. But hark. 

[Drums and trumpets ſound, with great ſhouts of the people. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a poſt, | 
And had no welcomes home | 


. q 


84. CoORIOLANUS, 


Splitting the air with noiſe 
2 Con. And patient fools, 
Whoſe children he hath ſlain, their baſe throats tear, 
Giving him glory. | 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
Ere he expreſs himſelf, or move the people | 
With what he would ſay, let him feel your ſword, 
Which we will ſecond, when he lies along, 
After your way, his tale pronounc'd, ſhall bury | 
His reafons with his body. | 
Auf. Say no more, 
Here come the lords. . | 
Enter the Lords of the City. | 1 
All Lords. You're moiſt welsome home. 


Auf. J have not deſerv'd it. 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you ? 
All. We have. ; 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. . 
What faults he made before the laſt, I thinlx | 


Might have found eaſie fines : but there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
Ihe benefit of our levies, anſwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding! admits no excuſe. 
Auf. He approaches, you ſhall hear him. 
Enter Coriolanus marching with drums and colours the 
Commons being with him. 
Cor. Hail, lords; I am return'd, your ſoldier ; 
No more inſected with my country's love, 
Than when I parted hence, but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under ; our great command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paſlage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome: our ſpoils we have brought home 
Do more than counterpoſe a full third part 
The charges of the ation. We've made peace 
With no leſs honour to the Antiates 
Than ſhame to th* Romans: and we here deliver, 
Subſcribed by the Conſuls and Patricians, 
Together with the ſeal o'th* Senate, what 
We have compounded on. | 
Auf. Read it not, noble lords. 
Bat tell the traitor in the higheſt degree 
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{ic hath abus'd your powers. 

Cir. Traitor !-—- how now] 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Martius. 

Cor. Martins 1— — 

Huf. Ay, Martius, Caius, Martius; doſt thou think 
11 grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtoln name 
Cariolumus, in Corioli? 

You lords and head o'th' ſtate perſidiouſſy 

He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up, 
Vor certain drops of falt, your city Rome; 

1 thy your city, to his wife and mother, 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 

A twiſt of rotten fil, never admitting 
Counſel o'th* war; but at his nurſc's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondring each at other. 

Cor. Hear'it thou, Mars ? 

Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of tears, 

Cir. Ha! | | 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Meatureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy? O ſlave! . 
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the firft time that ever 
I'm torc'd to ſcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Muſt give this cur the lie; and his own notion, 

Who wears my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 
Mult bear my beating to his grave, ſhall join 
1 thruſt the lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me ſpeak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volſcians, men and lads, 

Stain all your edges in me, Boy! falſe hound 
If you have writ your annals true, *tis there, | 
That like an eagle ina dove-coat, I 

Flutter'd your Folſciaus in Corioli. 

Alone I did it. Boy! 

Auf. Why, noble lords, 

\W3!] you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 


Waiich was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, T 
Fore your own eyes and ears? 

All Con. Let him dye for't. - 

Al 


7 People. Tear him to pieces, do it preſently: 
He kill'd my ſon, my daughter, kill'd my couſin 
He kid my father, | 2 


, 


2 Lord, 
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2 Lord. Peace, — no outrage peace —— 
The man is noble, and his frame folds in 
This orb o'th' earth; his lati offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, | Afidine, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. O that I had him, 

With fix Axjid:us's, or more; his tribe; 

To uſe my lawful ſword 
Auf. Inſolent villain. 
All Con. Kill, kill, Kill, kill, Kill im. G 

[ The conſpirators all draw, and kill Martius, 
avho falls, and Aufidins flands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble fords, hear me ſpeak. 

I Lord. O, 7 

2 Lord. L hou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon hin—maſters all, be quiet, 
Put up your words. 

Auf. My lords, when you fhall know (as in this rage 
Provok'd by him, von cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your honours 
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver 
My ſelf your loyal ſervant, or endure 
Your heavieſt cenſure, 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 

As the molt noble coarſe, that ever herald 

Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame: 

Let's make the beſt of it. 

Auf. My rage 1s gone, 

And I am ſtruck with ſorrow : take him up : # 

Help three o'th* chiefeſt ſoldiers ; FI? be one. 

Beat thou the drum that it ſpeak mourniully : 

Trail your ſteel pikes. Though in this city he 

Hath widowed and unchilded many one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he ſhall have a noble memory. 


* kae bearing the. body Ev Martius. 
are h founded. ++ 
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